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PROLOGUE, 



BY THE 



HONOURABLE WILLIAM LAMB. 



Thb tragic Muse, ia this our later ag^ 
Has seldom shed her influence on the stage. 
With jealous eye, ivith cold disdainful mien 
She turns away^ and seems to claim the scene 
For those, to whom her loftiest lays, belong— «- 
The mighty masters of her earlier song* 
For her high thoughts, for her impassion'd straifi. 
For her proud crown, so often sought in vain. 
To-night you hear a timid votress dare 
Address an humble, yet ambitious prayer. 
Say, should her powers beneath her task decline^ 
And sink unequal to the great design^ 
Yet can you from her aim your praise withhold. 
Bold is that aim, .but noble as 'tis bold. 
As erst in Athens, mighty mother state 
Of all that's lovely, as of all that's great,' 
The gifted bards, whose grave and simple song 
Held high dominion o'er the listening throng. 
Drew from their countr/s first heroic day 
The wondrous subjects of their moral lay : 
So, i|i that time, when nations^ driv'n to roam, 



PROLOGUE. 

Had sought in this fiur Isle another home, 

AnA barbaroiis chiefr, where each had led hit hand, . 

Now swa/d divided empires in the knd. 

In that rude time, which gathering ages Tei^ 

We fix the scene of pur fictitious tak ; 

Which seeks by natural passions to imparl 

A human interest to the human heart ; 

A tale of secret loye in generous youth. 

Uncompromising honour, dauntless truth ; 

Faith, which sore-tried nor change nor doubt can know. 

And public danger mix'd with private woe. — 

For, e'en amidst those dark and murderous times, 

Religion's errors and'amhition's <eridies. 

Athwart the gloom of ^lat tempestooos day 

The native spirit shot a splendid ray; 

The spirit of the hmd^wfaotie cdnne lipp^ars 

Mark'd by its glory down die path of y'ears, 

Unalter'd stfll through every varykig^ state 

The lapse of ages and the toHis of ^te-^ 

And late, Mrhen o'erus glesto'd Ihe troubled air 

With signs of woe and portents of despair, . 

The soul of Britani, tranquil lind 4hesanle 

Shone forth to all rasmkind ^ guiding flam«; 

And if those tiities of tdH must come ooc« nHMre^ 

If blasts again must rise, and thunders' roar-^ 

The beacon,- brighter 'inidsMhe gathering slgilty 

Lifts high to heat'n its unextmgnishrd light. 

And, from thesacred Isles c^uttaading' 8t««p 

Streams life and stfety t/er^ttie Utbonriilg^p; 
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ACT L 

SCENE I. 

A Garden. 

Edelfleda. Bertha. 

Ber. My sovereign mistress, must I see thee 
droop 
In secret sadness, while thou chid'st the wish 
Of faithful duty to partake thy griefs ? 
Thy earliest infancy ray precious charge, 
Thy opening bloom my aged bbsom^s pride ; 
Thou know'st how I have tended, watched, 2lnd 
lov'd thee. 

Edel. Forgive my wayward temper, dearest 
Bertha ; 
And may'st thou never know the pang that forc'd 
The peevish word which seemed to chide thy love. 

Ber. Alas ! my princess, double is the wrong 
To own a pang, nor share it with thy Bertha. 

Edel. (embarrassed.) What have I said ? Oh ! 
there are pangs that shun 
All fellowship. Grief utters its complaint. 
And finds a sweetness in its gushing tears; 
But this ! 

Ber. Oh heaven ! thou speak'st as tho' remorse 
Had stung thy bosom. Say, what can thy youth, 
Thy innocence — 

Edel. Peace, Bertha, peace ! remorse 
Were Aw, more justly, who inflicts the ill. 
Wrongs undeserved, and borne in silence, wake 

B 
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No conscious blush. The weak coraplaiot sJone 
(By pride disown'd) might crimsoD o*er my cheek. 

Ser. If breath'd to i|ie ? To me^ whose rap- 
tured ear 
Drank the first hatf-fena'd awoMt s of thy tongue. 

EdeL Spare me, my firiend, nor farther press 
thy suit : 
Have I not ills enough ths^t thou may'st share ? 
This hated court is Edelfleda's prison ; 
Not the gay scene of her feia'd beauty^s trhraaph. 
But Mercians king, the Talian^ !(ltli§|bald. 
Will free his daughter, aiid avenge her wrongfi i 
Restore her to her country — to herltpiipurs — 
To all restore her, save to bappjine^ ! 
Neglected! scom'dl 

lier. By whom n^lected, scom'd ? 

MdeL (embarrassed.) The king! liis.i:u>.tf|^S;! 

Ber. The king loves — honours Uiee ; 
Already, princess, holds thee as his (laughter. 
Whom a few days will make Prince EJgtiert'a wife* 

EdeL .Prince Egbert's wife? 01* J ne?er, never. 
Bertha. 
Why hast thou touch'd that string? 

Her. I thought no ill/ 
Came you not to this court betrothed to him ? 
And gaily came, a joyful, willing bride? 
Is not Prince Egbert knighthood's fairest flower ? 

Edel. Too sure, I came; gay, thoughtjessv 
young, and free ; 
And, oh ! too surely, he is all thou say'st : 
Nay, far beyond thy fancy's.reach endoWd ! 

JBer. Thy speech is still at variance witH itself; 

EdeL 'Tis but the picture of the strife withips. 

Ber. My chil4! these dreadful wordaf of 
mystery 
Fill all my soul with terror. I adjure theft, 
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By my hog s^r^^ee^i my faithful duty. 
Speak tbjl fuU beatt. 

Edeh(ij^ter Hc^n^uMi) Bertha^ me he loves not 
Okl ^a^apriii€^s'{iHde, and guess the rest. 
Ber. Heaven shield thee! would'st thou say 
he loves smother? 
Niyi, thi^k it ii()t ; sh& 1ms been long removM. 
Edd. I nam'd her not Ha! then thou 
Imow'^ itti Bertha ! 
Or ftad'^ not glanc'd at ker. Thou klio^'st it ; 

speak. 
Oh I teU me till ; it is too late to hide it. 

JBer. ludeed I nothing ^^otr^'-believe me^ 
nothing : 
The idle rumours of an idle court — 
Should thfey arrest our thoughts ? 

^del. Wbat idle rui»ours ? 
And ato I then the jesl o' the idle court? 
Db they pfokit at me as I passi, and slay 
Tis she 1 'tis the neglected EdelfledaJ 

Ber. B* Calais toy ptincess; se6 the holy 
Barldred: 
You did yotirtsetf request his presience;, 

JBii/^r Baldred. 

Edel. (rehimiikg a dignified manner.) Father^ 
You aite wfelcortie. I would claim a service, 
For sudden purposing to Leave a court 
Where I have long resided, while the duty 
A daughter owes a father — 

Bald, Can it be 
That jEidelfleda leaves th6 court df Wesseit, 
Whe# all the palace, all Ihfe city, hails 
\4^itb gratutation her approaching nuptials ? 

JBdel. (liimgMilff.) Softly, good Baldred* Leal'a 
that M<^cias princess 
b2 
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Is not so slightly won, nor gives her haud 
As to the careless boor the village maid. 
Willing ere woo'd, or radely woo*d at best. 

Bald, (sarcastically.) Ill would tiie fiaraltering 
phrase, the humble sigh. 
Become the lip accustomed to command ! 
Would'st thou Prince Egbert, he so grac'd b^ 

fortune^ 
Should bear himself as common lovers use ? 

Edel. I heed not how the prince may beftr 
himself. 
Go, Baldred ; plead his cause in other ears. 
Where it may more import. What may concMO 
My honour, is my sole, my proper care. 
I claim no service of your courtesy. 
Save to make known, e'en now, to royal Cenulpb, 
My purpose to return to Mercians court. 

[Exeunt Edel. a$^ Bbr. 

Bald, (almie.) And is it so? And will sfaie 
- sacrifice 
To pride, her passion for detested Egbert ? 
This may work mischief to the man 1 hate. 
All kindly feelings from my breast I banish'd^ 
When, in disgust and bitterness of soul. 
O'er my deep festering wounds I flung this garb. 
It was for Egbert fortune slighted me ! 
Ere he had grasp'd a sword, I led the battle ! 
When lo ! * he comes a meteor in men's eyes- 
Draws in his glittering train my soldiers' heartSi— 
I woo'd fair Ina, and was paid with scorn: 
While Egbert — ^curses on him ! by fair deed»~ 
Ha ! did I call them so ? Was't a fair deed 
To woo the maid, whose charms had fir'd my 

breast ? 
Though now to hate be turn'd the love I bore her^ 
My bosom holds remembrance of the offence. 
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Enter an Attendant. 



AU. The king demands your presence, holy 
father. 
On matters of high import. 
Bald. I attend. 

SCENE II. 

Cenulph and Lorbs. 

Cen. The times indeed do wear a fearful aspects 
You, noble Oswald, Mordred, Alwyn, Orgar, 
Have sfaar'd my counsels with the holy Baldred ; 
And ever, when the reeling state has rock'd. 
As the toss'd bark, stemming th* opposing surge,, 
Your long experience, and your steady hand, 
Have brought her safe to port. We have advices 
That Ethelbald has arm'd, but yet declares not 
His hostile purpose ; still in martial shews 
Breathing his powers : as 'twere the boar enchaf 'd, 
That whets his hideous tusks, and wounds the soil. 
Rooting up herb and flower. 

Osw. My gracious Liege, 
And can you doubt the purpose of proud 

Mercia ? 
Have not of late more frequent messengeri^ 
Sped with unwonted diligence 'twixt him 
And his fair daughter? nay, who has not mark'd 
The princess' alter'd mien — the quick succession 
Of fierce conflicting passions on her brow. 
The day is not yet fix'd that gives her hand 
To Cenulph's royal heir. The people murmur, 
That thus the pledge of peace with Ethelbald, 
Shottl(^ strH 6n vain pretences be deferr'd. 
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Cen. Oswald, thon pointest to my sorrow's 
source. 
My (rietids, ye know PrinOe Bgbarfs ardent 

temper, 
In childhood haply foster'd by iudalgaM^e. 

Alw. We do, iny Liege; but his impatieiit spirit 
Is coupltd with such warm, heart-winning frank- 

. ness. 
Such all-embraciog kiildi^ss, it but seems 
Tho larger bounty of more lib'ral nature. 

Mor. A father or It friend may see it thus, 
B»it it is dangerous. — ^To this we owe, 
n hi.i spirit so impatient Of caotroul,) 
Tlirit we are threatened by dread Etlielbald. 

Cen. We sheath'd the sword, my frieads, aad 
Edelfleda 
Came to our court— the pledge of tmitual k/ve 
Betwixt two nations harassed by long wv. 
Betrotb'd to Egbert, all a mother's ca>e. 
From my good Edidia, the prioces? sharVl. 
The general sorrow, ^bile my poor <|»een lan- 
guished, 
And her lamented death, forbade th^ nuptials. 
Meantime — (Ah ! woe to me that e'et I fostir'd 
That serpent in my easy bosom) Ina, 
The orphan daughter of brave Sigiswold- • 

Osw. My Liege, remov'd you not the lovely 
mischief? 
Forbidding her the court afid festive pagetoits^ 
Bre yet the prirlce enthrall'd 

C(g». Such was my hope ; 
And — for I thought by glory's nobler flame 
Eclipsed, the idle torch of Love might fade, 
I sent my Egbert to cortimtod the force 
Rais'd to repel the inroads on our bonders. 
Whether it be, that all on martial deediS 



A TRA€fEDY. 7 

Hh spul) ipAenjt, he spurn iiigtoinaua feaa^ 
Or that th)s Ins^.stiU ipa^ linunthia ftmoy. 
The court h^ bIhuis, $^^4 ita g^y; spfii delij^ts^; 
Andl^te, whea at^the tK»l|)^Bfaaleut» proolaimjcL 
In honour of tb^ bic;^t€K)l|d Edielfleda,. 
He bore the pri^^ from all the knights: o£ name^ 
Neglectful of the princess, — at her feet 
He plac'd nor sword nor trophy, — but abrupt 
3ro^6 from the li«t% uimiftj^l and discourte- 
ous, 
To roam apart from all,*— I know not whither. 
Mor. Justly the haughty princess is offended. 

Bah My Liege, I come- fromr Eflelfteda's pre- 
sence, 
A messenger unwilling — »to declare 
Her'^odden purpose, eire the nuptial rites 
Ha,Y» seal'd tlie bond of union 'twixt the states, . 
To seek her father's court. 

(hm. My sovereigia Lord I 
The public weal at stake — 

Mq^. Ereveot her purpose^ — 
Delay not, sire, to solemnise the nuptia4s. 

€!en. But she must first be sooth'di — 

Osm* The prince aloae 
Ga» bend her proud neck to the gentle^yoke 
She would be woo'd to wear. — 

C«»* Retire, my friends, — 
Alwyn, find thou my son. Thou k«ow'st his 

haunts. 
Command him to my presence in n^y closet. 
Ijxujustbe.firm — ^my crow», my honour, all 
Must be secur'd this day by his obedience. 
I have too long been passive. — Markme, Alwyti, 
FjQT thou dost hold, I know^ the master key 
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That locks his inmost counsel ; nay, with voice 
Of soft persuasion, while thou seem'st to yietd. 
Dost bend his lofty spirit to thy reason : 
See that he come disposed to do my pleasure. 
It is the King who will confer with trim. 
Tell him he has too long abus'd the father. 

[ExemU severalfy^ 

SCENE III. 

Ind's Bower. 
Egbert and Ina^ 

Egb. Oh, yes ! I was indeed to blame, my love« 
Too much I yielded to the timid counsel 
Of cautious Aiwyn. 

Ina. Thou wast not to blame. . 
Thy mother's fondness, and her sovVeign sway 
O'er thy kind father's heart ; — her care for me, 
The orphan daughter of her earliest friend - 

Egb. And thy brave father, too, whose loyal 
breast 
Receiv'd the dagger aim'd at Cenulph's life — r- 

Ina. And at his feet expired ! 

Egb. Oh ! these wjere hopes 
And claims, that sanctioned well the confidence 
With which I snatch'd thee to my beating bosom, 
Caird thee my wife ! my dear, my honoured wife! 
And swore that thou should'st be ere long ae- 

knowledg'd 
By Cenulph, his throne's heiress, and his 
daughter. 

Ina. Thou could'st not then foresee that cruel 
death 
Would rob us of the queen, and our best hopes. 

Egb. But that I did respect my father's sorrow, 
I then had, spite of Alwyn, at his feet, 
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Told all ray love, — confe^s'd my lault— my fault? 
Ha ! said I/uiilt to love such excellence? 
Lui. (starUng.)l^etho^g)iit I heard fitpproachjiig 
steps: each sound ; >,,, : 
App^l$ me, since I live a sad , reclu$e, / 
With thoughtsr-thp' not of guilt— that shun the 
light: ' ; 

JEgb. Thi» is my worst reproach I-^Tbat vir- 
tue's self 
Should be by me condemh'd to owp the fears 
Which only guilt should know. 

Enter Alwyn. 

Ina. It is kind ATwyn : 
Welcome, my friend. Oh ! sooth his troubled 

miud,. 
That dwells with too much pain on our lost hopes. 

Alw. Alas! I am the bearer of worse pain. 
Ye have hdard that Ethelbald has taken arms — 
The offended ' princess past all hope estrapg'd* — 
The king, awaken'd by th' indignant lords, 
And by the peoples' murniurs, which have 
reach'd \ '■ 
At length his careless ear, in angry mood. 
Has sent me to command you to his presence. 
To press, — I fear — with Edelfleda 

Egb. Peace In 
Twere sacrilege to utter such a thought 
As now hang:® on thy lip. — 

Ina. My much-lov'diord I 
Oh ! hear, good Aly wri : hear him patiently. — 
Too long we fondly from our thoughts have 

driven 
The frightful future in our present bliss. 

Egb. And would'st thoy I should hear him bid 
me wed 
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With Edelfleda?— Cast thee from me 'i—thee! 
By every holy tie my wedded wife ! 

Alw» But by the law6> alas ! and king not sane- 
tion'd ! 

Egh. Can human laws o'ermaster the divine? 
Tear from a mother's breast her infant joy, 
And bid a father's heart not own his child ? 
Can a king's breath annul the thing that is ? 

Ina. Be calm, my Egbert ! oh ! it is not thus 
By eager words of fruitless controversy 
We can avert the ill, or find the means 
To reconcile our duty and our love. 
I will retire, and leave thee with our friend : 
Yes, my lov'd lord ! true friendship has more 

skill 
To work our good than our self-blinded judgment. 
It knows not passion — for it takes the soul 
Out of the earthy mould where passion lurks, 
To watch, — a guardian spirit, — o'er the weal 
Of its true object : as. the sun it shines 
For others' good ! — still giving, without thought 
Of like return! so high! so pure! so bounteous I 
Oh ! I do think kind angels lend to friendship 
Some touch of their divinity, to raise 
Th' aspiring thought to heavenly harmony ! 

l^Exit. 

Egh. (gazing after her.) She is herself that 
heaven of harmony ! 
Oh ! Alwyn ! blest in Ina's love, thy friend 
Is lost to life's low cares. 

Alw. Too true, my prince ; 
In voluntary blindness thou hast pass'd 
Thy thoughtless days of visionary bliss ; 
But I must rudely rouze thee from thy trance^ 
And bid thee look, with eye firm fix'd, e'en now 
On all the fearful truth. 
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JEgb. Speak on. — I am calm. 

jiiw^ The king expects thee. He will press 
thy marriage 
With Edelfleda. 

JSgb. Alwyn, were I not ^- ' 

To Ina bound by ties so dear, so sacred — 
Oh ! no — I could not think of Edelfleda 
But as a sister. To her father's court 
I went a stripling, ere the feud arose 
That sever'd us, and plung'd the states in war« 
In th' opening splendour of her awful beauty 
I honour'd her with boyish reverence, 
As the bright sample of some airy world ; 
I ne'er had lov'd her as my dearer self! 
As my heaven-destin'd partner ! as my Ina ! 

j^lw. The princess' self, with jealous anger 
fir'd, 
Will spare thee the ungrateful task to say 
'Tis thou who dost reject her. Her proud spirit 
Will scorn the hand but offer'd as the bond 
Of union 'twixt the states. Meantime, the troops 
On the fresh news that Ethelbald has arm'd. 
With clamorous voice demand thee as their leader. 
Thus we gain time — and sure the pitying heavens 
Will look on so much virtue, so much love — 
And turn aside the storm that threatens them. 
. Egb. Yes, thou hast shewn our last remaining 

hope ! 
Proud Edelfleda will disdain my hand ! 
Oh ! thou art all my comfort, all my stay ; 
I will in all be guided by thy prudence. 

[Exeunt 

END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
V C 2 
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ACT 11. 

SCENE L 
Cekulph, Oswald, ^c. 

Ctn. And has a king no friend ? Would no one 
tell 
What, it s^ems, oil or knew or did snspect? 
And hare his secret visits been so frequent 
To this abandoned woman? Artfril fiend! 
Well might she nieekly thus retire content. 
And shun the public gase, as I commanded.; . 
When, at her feet, all languishing .with love. 
Lay Cennlph's son, the hm of Wessex' throne I ' 
Ye all have been in league — are traitors all ! 
Osw^ My Liege, -you wrong our faith. It \% 
but.now / . * 

I le^n whatl.have given to your ear. 

Cen. By nighty say'st thou, he from the camp 

would steal? 
Osw. Bv'nso, my Lic^e« When, in the crimson 
west, . 
. Mantled in blushing clouds, the sun went down, 
£ach order given, the prince would mount hid 

'. steed ; 
Swift as the winds, and as direct his. course, . 
He topp'd the moimtaio^ skimm'd the valley, 

plung'd 
Into the foaming river, stemmed the current, ^ 
And reach'd the bower where Ina waited him ; 
Then, ere the grey light streak'd the eastern sky^. 
With course as rapid, he regained the camp. 
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Cm. Perdition seize the sorceress ! That tl^e 
child ^^ 
Of Sigiswold, my youth's first friend, in age . 
My counsellor^who in th' extreme of peril 
Gave me his life — 

Osw. He only gave, my Liege, 
What was already yours. 

Ceil. Peace, flatterer! 
Had I my subjects' lives so rated, think'st thoti 
i e'er had own'd a friend like Sigiswold. 

Ewler Ai-WYN« 

Alw^ Prince Egbert waits, my Liege. May I 

advise, — 
May I beseech your grace, assail the prince 
With gentle speech. Howe'er his spirit rage 
Beneath the iron curb of harsh contrbul. 
His heart will answer every tender touch 
With readiest sympathy. He cannot see 
Wrong on the brute inflicted, and restrain 
The tear that swells for his mute suffering. 

Cen. What would'st tfiou I should say ? Ife 

must^ be shall. 
This very day, espouse fair Edelfleda. 
^ Osw^ Nay, my good lord* She too must now 

be won 
To give her hand ; but that would cost small paiiis 
To Egbert's self, might he be brought to wish it 
Tis to this end I would that you urge home 
To his warm, generous nature, all the ruin. 
Dishonour to your crown — the thousand mischiefs 
That hang on his refusal, till his heart 
Embrace our cause, forgetful of its own. 

Cen. I hear, his steps — away-^I will suppress 
My anger, Oswald, and will touch each strmg 
That readiest vibrates in the gei^erous breast. 
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Attend the princess hither. She requests 
A private audience. I will work him to it ; 
And, ere he cool, she shall herself appear, 
AncL^nakehini all her own. 

[Exit Oswald. 

JEnter Egbert and Alwyn. 

Egb. (to Alwyn.) For the first time 
I meet his angry brow. 

Cen. Approach, my son. 
Sit thou beside me. I am old, and worn 
By a long reign of war — of cruel bloodshed. 
It was not mine t' avert. The throne I fill 
Will soon be thine, and I would know from thee 
Thy thoughts of the high oflice. 

Egb. Oh ! my father ! 
As yet unknowing but of martial rule, 
To rouse, direct, or quell the soldier's rage — 
Of thee I hope to learn each exercise 
Of peaceful government. 

Cen. And dost thou think 
To learn of me to hold the throne of Wessex, 
But as a larger means to do thy pleasure ? 
To hold the people but as flocks, nor care 
How many swell th' account of them that bleed. 
If but thy giddy passions be indulg'd? 

Egb. How should I learn of thee these tyrant 
maxims ; 
Thou, who hast ever sought thy peoples' good ? 

Cen. If such has been the measure of my swav, 
How much must wiser Egbert scorn his father f 
Egbert, who rather would unbar the gates. 
And hail, with impious welcome, the invader. 
Than aught controul his idlest appetite. 

JSgb. No, my lov'd father; I would give my 
life 
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To save thy simplest peasantry from ill. 
Oh ! let me prove it in the field of glory, 
And pour forth all my blood I 

Cen. Goto, rash boy; 
,'Tis not thy blood thy country asks of thee: 
'Tis not thy blood can make thy father happy : 
No, if thou hadst but entertain'd such thoughts 
As suit thy royal birth, thou hadst ere this 
Assur'd our peoples' welfare and thine own. 
Now 'tis too late, the sword is drawn, that dooms 
Thousands to pay the forfeit of thy fault, 
While thou wilt, thoughtless, revel in light joys 
I blush to thiiik upon ! 

Egb. (much affected.) Oh, Alwyn, Alwyn ! 

Cen. A princess mock'd by nuptials vainly 
promis'd 
My name, my crown, branded with foul dis- 
honour ! 
I shall not long survive this sum of ill, 
Thus parricide will heap the monstrous measure 
Of thy licentious deeds ! — 

Egb. (terrified.) Most horrible! 
Are there no means? oh, point the way, my father, 
To thy unworthy son. Let me alone 
Meet the uplifted sword of Ethelbald, 
And free thy people from the threatening foe ; 
Nor from a subject's veins one precious drop 
Distain the peaceful soil. — 

Cen. It is well said. — 
Insult a princess, — break her generous h^art ;•*-* 
And murder then her father. — 

Egb. (clasping his hands.) Wretch accurs'd ! 
Ami so deep in guilt? • 

Cen. (taking his hand kindly.) Not yet my son ; 
But such the course thou lieadlong dost pursue. 

Egb. (eagerly.) Not yet ? and is there time ? 
oh ! then thy son 
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Will act a worthier parL 

Cen. Why, this is weU.— 
The princess owns $i generous sonl^ aad will — 

Efi^b. I know h» generous ! and the generoiis 
natore 
Will readiest melt in sympathy. — 111 seek 
The noble £delfleda— at her feet 
Will ponr forth all vny soul ! 

[Enier Edei^fleda amd BEKTiiA, e$e9rted by 
Osw AU>9 who retiresJ} 

Edel. (aside to JBertka.}Ohf heaTcnJ my Bertha^ 
May I believe my seises? have I wrmig'd him? 

Cm. (to Edelfleda.) Thon, unawares, hast hearA 
my son declare 
What a rude soldier's plain unpractised toi^ue, 
Aw'd by thy charms, had ill expressed to thee. 

Ber. (aside taJEdelfteda.) Be firm, and claim 
a royal escort h^ice. — 
The fear to lose thee will unlock his lips^ 

Edel. (watctmn^ Egbert.) Royal Cenulph! 1 
but claimed your patience 
To ask such escort — as becomes — ^my state, — 
Unto my father's capital — in — Mercia : 
This was my errand — nor thought I to meet 
One — ^almost — grown a strange — in this j«^ 
sence. 

Cen. Doubtless, feir princess, if it be thy wish 
Thy native court to visit, and thy fathar. 
When the new season smiles with happy omen. 
Thou shalt have royal escort, as be&ts us. 
And love shall guide thee;, Hymen light thy way, — r 
Meet convoy for the beauteous Bdelfleda, 
And mine and Mercia's daughter I 

Edel. Royal sir. 
As Mercia's daughter only must I go. 
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Nor can as Mercians datight^ brook d^lay. 
I claim no other title. 

AiiBp. (aside to Egbart.) Mark her speech—*^ 
Firm to reject thy band. 

Egh. (aside to Altppn.) Ob ! it is vain, 
Alw3m, to combat tbufi^ with strbtfgei^ nature ; 
I cannot play the part thy cantion prompts. 
Alw. Think of thy Ina, and, oh ! tbink, thy 
rashness 
IVIight bring the royal tengieahce d» her head. 
Egh. Tbdt liame! oh ! gtiide me^-^giiide me as 
thou wilt— • 
What shAll I say to shield hfer pf ecieus head ? 
Alw. Speak gentle i*ord6 as you were w«ll 
disposed 
To satisfy the high demsmds of State. 

Cen. (fcho fios been talking apcsrt with EdeI* 
FLtiDA.) Thy father pleads in vain : speak 
thoti, my sod. 
Thou may'st prevaill on filial love, pbl^haps, 
(Though mueh I hcfnbtir this its pious wish,) 
Awhile to yield its elafm to claims mof^e sweet, 
And yet more powerf&L 

Mgb. (ifhueh embarrassed.) P^r Edelil«ida ! 
Thou know'sf dur youth, coiitrnicted by our 

fathers ; 
Ere yet our hearts had spoken, we wet*^ doom'd 
By Hymen's bonds to ratify the peace 
Betwixt two war-worn n^tietis. 

Edel. Oh ! sad lot 
Of royal slaves, who thus arc l^ught and sold ! 
But no. Prince Egbert ; no, it Wa8 not so ; 
Our fathers bartttp'd btsr young lifesirtd. Reason 
Approved that I-resteem thy virttte«H^ahd«— 
Egb. And bids me honoilf i%^, for tbiou art 
noble t 
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Nor ttiQugh the axe were lifted o'er my bead» 
Could I one moment longer, by feign 'd words, , 
Abuse thy generous temper. Hence, base art ! 
Dissimulation, hence ! Speak nature ! truth ! 

[throwing himself at her feet. 
See,' princess, at thy feet a wretched man, 
Bow'd to the level of the peasant swain. 
Who trembles for the lowly roof that shelter* 
His wife and little ones ! 

Cen. What mean thy words ? 

Egb. (with dignity, rising.) I am, like him, a 
husband and a father ! 
^ [Edelfleda sinks into Bertha's arms^ 

Cen. Dar'st thou avow it? — Ha! rash youth, 
beware ! 
Thou art a subject still, nor could'st thou pledge 
Thy faith, unsanction'd by thy king ! thy father ! 
My royal word was given to Ethelbald. 
Set'st thou at nought the honour of my crown? 

£gb. King ! there are ties of nature stronger far 
Than even those convention has stampt sacred 
Twixt man and man, by social compact bound* 
The rudest savs^e, howling amid deserts. 
That tears his vanquish'd foe, devours his flesb,^ 
And quaffs his smoking blood, does yet defend ' 
His mate, the mother of his babes, with wild 
And desperate love; and meekest things that 

creep. 
Or wing the air, in nature's dearest cause 
Will brave destruction from the spoiler's rage. 
I am a husband, king ! I am a father! 

C(en. Thou art. a traitor I 

Alw. (aside to Egbert.) Oh ! my royal friend. 
Thy impetuous feeUngs-T-^thy imprudent words-T- 
Will brmg destruction. 

Cen. Guards ! secure that traitor* 
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Alw. (aside.) Who now will shield poor Ina } 
Egb. I!— I will! 
{To the Guards.) Off, sirs ! First take my life ! 

(The Guards fall back.) 
Alw. Oh! yield, dear prince! 
Yield, if the life of Ina yet be precious ! 
JEgb. My Ina ! for thy sake — 

(Gives his sword to the Guards^^ 
Sirs ! take my sword ! * 

And now my chains ! 

(The Guards approach fearfully and reluC" 
tantly to chain him.) 
Cen. Why tremble ye ? Obey. 
Edel. (r<?coi7mwg',) Monarch! grown hoary ia 
deceit and fraud ! 
Leagu'd with thy worthless son to insult me thus ! 
Ye shall for this feel Ethelbaid's dread arm. 
Hurl'd from your throne, and prostrate at his feet,^ 
Shall sue in vain for mercy, while your cries, 
The cries of Ina — ev'n h^r infant's cries— 
Shall fall as sweetest music on my ear. 
Ev'n now great Ethelbald is on your borders ; 
*Twas / unsheath'd his sword ! Tis 1 who 

guide it ! 
And none but /can turn its edge aside ! 

[JEriY M?iYA Bertha, 
Cen. (to Egbert. )'J!\\\xSy wretch accurs'd ! is thia 
devoted land, 
Her wounds scarce clos'd, and scarce renew'cj 

her strength. 
By thee to war's fell demons given again ; 
Nor though th' abandon'd, the perfidious Ina, 
!Were doora'd to pay the forfeit of her crime, 
By deep disgrace, by death in lingering torments— • 
Egb, Ha! torments? lingering torments, 
said'st thou, tyrant? 
D2 
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Nor can there be conceard in htipian shape 
The fiepd cpnld touf^h her with a hapd of harm I 
The most remorseless vjllain, bred to blood, 
Pierce creature of thy fiercear will, would. shrink 
At sight of Ina, in the majesty 
Of virtue, beauty, youth, distresa! 

Cm. Away! 
Guards! drag him henCe. I}a! Osric in liiuck 
haste ! 

Enter Osric. 

Osric. My Liegp, vith rapid march the Khig 
qf l!itercist 
Advances on thy JFrontier. Deadly his rage ! 
His powers, tjbe breathless messengers declare. 
Rush as a torrent >vith impetuous course 
On the devQjt^d laq^^. No order taken, 
Conftisioi) ^nd d^rk tnutiny prevail 
Among oi|r trx)Ops. The surly spldiers, mur«^ 

muring, 
Demand Priupe Egbert at their hesid. 

Cfn. Prince Egi^ert? 
What ? To a traitor shall I tru$t my cause ? 

Osric. Such confidence in him each soldier 
feels, 
Such loye, such loyalty. I know it well. 
They will fall off, or coldly meet the foe^ 
If aqy other leader: — '— 

Cm. Is it so? 
Then is it time I yield my forfeit sceptre, 
Lest he with impioys hand sboi^ld wrest it from 

{He throws doum his sceptr^^ 
Guards, free the map who henceforth is your king. 
And do with me as does the graqelesi^ churl. 
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Wber lays the axe remorseless to the oak, 
That streteh'd its sheltering s^rrns o'er his forfl^ 
fathers, . 

When wintry winds have stript its leafy pride. 

Egb. {rushing to him with passionate tenderness^ 
See ngie, my hohour'd father, at thy feet! 
Oh speak not words that cut my heart ^sunder j 
Resume thy honours, — 

[Qiviiig him the sceptre. 
See thy humblest subject ! 
Oh shew some signs of pardon and df comfort. 
That I may say thy son — ^thy penitent sqa.- — 
Yes trust thy cause to m^— to t^iee I trust 
All that my soul holds d^r— my wife! pay 
child! 
[After a pause taking his hand with grea,f 
emoii(m.^ 
If I should fall, they will be dear to thee. — 
Cen. Oh Egbert, Egbert ! thou ga'st near to 
break 
Thy father's heart ! this sudden flood of ill, 
tour'd from all sides ou my devoted head 
O'erwbelms me quit^. — Well, since it must be «e, 
prepare thee for command : 

\With suspicienL 
I will not think 

Thou yet hast practised aught disloyal, prince. 
Save what I charge to wild unbridled youth. 
We will confer agitin ere thou take horse. 
Alwyn, thy arm. 

[Egbert offers his assistance, and Centjlph . 
puts him away.'] Nay, I would be alone. 

[Exit with Alwyn. 
Egb. Tis Alwyn's arm supports him — ^not his ^ 
son's ! 
Alas ! this keen rebuke is just, my father ; 
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Yet dost tboo trust me ; and thj cooMcbcc; 
So precioas, shall be justified bf i 
Thou look St not for at mv oowoithT 



Re-tmUr AxwYX* 

Alw. My royal friend — I trptnUe b«t to 
Of thy improdence. — How avert the ills — 

X^b. Alwyn, no ill awaits the npri^ht 
This dark concealment ! 'twas dbe only stain 
My bosom knew. — Oh ! conld'st ihoQ guess the 

load 
It has thrown off! Iiowboo3ruit all is hen! 
Avert what ill? for, grant 1 looea crown ! 
(An awful charge, not merely a gay circlet 
To grace the brow) iategrity remains ! 
Were I not happier? aye, and woithiertoo — 
A sturdy p^ksant, with undaunted front. 
Grappling with stnn adrersity, dian wiclc&Bg 
Sc^tres by wrm^ obtained, or violence 
To inbred honesty : — my firieod, I have led 
My conntrymoi to battle : each boson own'd 
As brave a heart, and in his coontry's canse 
As warm as mine---and haply each like me. 
Had his heart's partus too at home, wfae trenUed, 
And wept for him, as Ina for her Egbert. 
There is a brotherhood in tented fields, 
Where all with equal Tenture play for lives. 
That wakes a consciousness we are bnt 
And men alike, till worth have made i 



END OP THE SECOND ACT. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE L 

Edelfleda. Bertha. 

Edel. Leave me, good Bertha, thy officious love 
But wearies me. — 

Ser. Thy pardon, dearest nustress. 
Sdel. These cumbrous robes ! these idle orna- 
ments 
Oppress my bosom. Thou hast deck'd me out 
As 'twere a victim for the sacrifice. — 
I am the victim ! thou hast wisely done ! 

Ber. The artful Baldred rules King Cenulph's 
mind; 
Nay, can compel, some say, the stubborn fates. 
By prayers, and penance, and mysterious rites. 
Through his means haply thou may'st triumph yet. 
Edel. Yes! I will triumph yet — but if the 
means 
Recoiling fancy dare but faintly shadow ! 
Oh Bertha ! Bertha ! dost thou think kind nature 
Form'd me for darkest deeds ? oh, no ! her hand 
Temper'd my soul to gentleness and love. 
And stampt it with a royal loftiness ; 
But it is given in possession now 
To such a friend ! — so irresistible ! 

[Hiding her face in Bertha's bosom. 
Thou 'rt good and kind !— oh ! throw me from 

thy heart ! 
I never more shall there deserve a place. 

^£r. Tha^heart is thine, my princess, — owns 
no l^ounds 
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To its devdtion ! nay, take hope — take comfort^ 
Th' astonished king was as thyself indignant. 
Thou saw'st the prince- in chains ! King Cenulpb 

loves thee — 
He will annul the marriage.— 

EdeL How annul it ? 
Not if she live ! he cannot sunder hearts.-^ 
No, if she live-^M is impossible. — 
I would have fled ere the ungentle wish 
That s/ie were not — 

£er. Then think of her as dead !-^ 
Thy ^ish might stamp her doom. 

EdeL (tvith hotror.) What, murder her! 
Ber^ Not thait.-^Stem policy has instruuieilt* 
Secret and sure. Thou knbw'st the envious 

abbot 
Beneath that saintly garb wraps deadly hate. 
Edel. Let me not hear — nor guess what thou 
woiild'^t'say. 
It will be mine to soothe him when 'tis done! 
I must not bear the horrid consciousness 
Aboilt riiy heart ;-^for I will win his love 
By virtue theuy hy tenderness, and patience! 
Then did I say ? ah, then/ what thought was 

that, 
My guilty soul admitted^ oh ! 4s virtue 
So convenient? will she? ctti» she dwell again 
In the polluted bosom she foYsook ? 
Or if she could — remorse must usher her I 
Unutterable woe !— H>h, save me ! — ^save me 1 

(After a patise^ 
One only medns is left may yet preserve 
These hsmds from stain of blood. iSoine pitying 

img^l 
Wbisp^s the tiiought«^^Oome, Bertha! let us 
haste. 

\Exeimt. 
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SCENE 11. • 

JBui. (alone.) Too loog, methiiiks, the king 
confers with Egbert, 
He leads the army! — I would have it so.— 
The time has been, men fell in fight* — Death rul'd 
Unquestioned there.-^-Yet now, methinks^ for him 
All weapons lose their edge!— But has this hand 
Forgot the means t^ effect this bosom^s purpose ? 
No ! by this hand, he never sees her more 1—^ 
I hate her — yet I envy him his joys*-— 
What, wedded to her! Hell ! — nor shall she live I 
For grant the marriage cancelled, and that I 
Could love again — ^she never can be mine ! 
From tie connubial, and parental love, 
For ever by my own rash vows cut off, 
No eye shall beam with rapture to meet mine, 
And share the mutnal thought ere we can speak ; 
No hand clasp mine with boundless confidence^-- 

Snter Egbert. 
Egb. What I murmur'st thou of confidence and 
joy? 

Of eyes that meet, and bands that clasp in love I 
Sal. That sinful in their sweetness are these 
things, 
And as rank weedS that wear a gaudy blossom, 
Should be uprooted from the wholesome soil 5 
While, as the liberal herbage spreading wide, 
Or sacred grain, friendly to general life, 
The public weal alone should be our care. 

J^gb. These maxims, holy kinsman, are severe 
For one erewhile a gay, a gallant soldier. 
What! for the public weal wouldst thou uproot 
That which does make the public weal our care? 
Why fill the eyes with tears ? Why leaps the 
heart? 
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'^ Odr country" but the theme of our discourse? 
We love the land where first the light of heaven 
Broke on our eyes! — dear by all childhood's joys! 
Her soil enfolds our fathers' honoured bbnes ! 
Our friends and kinsmen reap her golden har- 
vests! 
But there are ties! vrhich thou hast thrown from 

thee, 
That more than these endear our country's name! 
That brace the thrilling nerves, and swell the bo- 
som — 
Doubling the powers and energies of man ! 
Bal. Ha! did /throw fromme those ties? 
(howe'er 
My heav'n-ward thoughts despise thehi now !) 

thou treach'rous, 
Thou gay insinuating flatterer ! — ^thoii, 
Who stealing on the promise of my bliss — 
Egh. 'Tis false, proud priest ! Her love was 
mine, ere thou 
Hadst with loathed passion gaz'd on Ina's 

charms. 
She ever hated thee ! — , 

Bal. Thou say'st so, boaster ! 
Haply my soldiers' hearts alike were thine. 
Ere 1 had led them forth. --1 ! who so long 
Fenc'd with this arm thy father's tottering throne 
Against dread Ethefbald. — 

Egh. Hold, Baldred, hold! 
I grant my father's throne was sore beset 
When mighty Ethelbald came thundering on. 
But force me not to say icho fenc'd his thronfe. 
Bal. Nay, doubly treacherous was thy part I 
thou cam'st 
Prank'd in gay youth, and glittering novelty — 
With idle promises, alluring wiles-^ 



A TRAGEDY. 27 

Add Avon the dastard knftves, who had forsook 

me, 
To turn again with swift recoiling force 
On the triumphant foe; thus foully wresting 
The dear-earn'd meed of longer services, 

Egh. Vain reasoner! true ; the flying bands I 

rallied 
By promises, not idle, if fulfiU'd ! 
Nor wrongM thee of the meed of victory, — 
For on thy brow I would have plac'd her wreath. 

Bdl. 'Twas all hypocrisy! — 'twas insult all ! 
Thou still hast wrong'd me, — but I scorn thee 

still, 
Fortune's sleek rhinion! Flattery's demi-god ! 
Awhile thou yet may'st flutter in their sunshine, 
A gay-wing'd insect, till the northern blast 
From short existence sweep thee, while the eagle 
Towers in her native skies !— 

Egh. Peace! coward priest ! 
Who thus secure, beneath that saintly garb. 
Dost blacken worth, and rail at envied greatness. 
SaL Thy worth I own not, nor thy fleeting 

greatness. 
Power is true greatness ! Go, guide thou the 

sword 
Thousands of sinews wield ! but / can slack 
Those sinews that they loose their hold. Thus 

wrapt, . ; 

I sway by holy awe the souls of men; 
And am Superior in superior J9o^^;ei• / 

Egb. I mock thy blustering impotence and 

pride, 
But I respect the garb thou d6st abuse, 
And, therefore, priest, lurichastis'd will leave 

thee. 
While yet my better thoughts restrain my arm. 

B 2 Exit. 
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Bal. Thinks he to awe lue by his lofty cv* 

riage ? 
And shall my spirit stand rebuk'd by his? 
Shall I, in blood his equal, — hang the bead? 
Wondering, confess his rare endowments? Ha^il 

him 
With idiot incense as the vulgar use ? 
There are tame spirits who recline content 
Beneath the greatness that overshadows them. 
The timid herds denied by nature fangs 
To wage offensive war, will throng together— 
Obscure equality ! The lion stalks 
Alone ! — unrivaird he ! — the lonely tiger 
Leaps single on his prey I — these brook no equal ; 
^^or will I, crouching, a superior own !— 

SCENE III. 

Ind!s Bower. 

[Ina, wa4chiif,g aver her sleeping Child^ Alice 
Blanchy ^.\ 

Ina. Still Egbert comes not, Alice I Oh, my 
fears ! 
It seems an age that I hav^ fixVI my eyes 
On that sweet sleeping innocence, thus hoping 
To lose the consciousness of each sad moment 
That slowly drags its length till he return. 

Al, The poble Alwya went with him, dear 
mistress ; 
Thou know'st his prudence well. 

Ind. Still Egbert comes not. 

AL {ofter looking at the child,) 
His sleeping features wear a joyous smile, 
And see ; be stretches forth his little bauds ! 
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Regand it as a happy omea, madam. 
Ina. Kind Alice, thanks. Would my sad 
heart could do so ! * 

Poor helpless slumberer ! oh ! had 1 been bora 
A viilage maid 1 a cottager, my Egbert ! 
The war of elements the only danger 
That th^eatea'd our low roof — thy innocent 

«mile 
Hi^d waken'd but a mother's honest joy, 
Nor chiird my heart, as now, with nameless 
fears. 
^, Alas ! the sadden'd fancy gives its colour 
To £|U it. rests upon, and often paints 
In objeicts of delight some idle terror. 
Im* Hark I Alice, hark! feel how my poor 
heart beats-! 
Some dreadful ill hangs o'eir us I It must coime. 
The hour, of vengeance! — Royalty insulted ! 
A father's, love deceived ! — A}ice ! how guilty 
Do I appear to my affrighted conscience 
Whene'er my Egbert tarries long away ; . 

But when he comes9'^ai)4 when 1 h^r hisvoicis 
And meet his eye, — ^and feel how I am losv'd — 
And with what full devotion I am his. 
It seems not only, happiness, but virtue, 
Glory, and honoux ! — all, are mine — and lift 
My proud heart — 

Al. Now I hear a busy stir ! 
Sure 'tis the prince I — 

Jna. (hastenmg to nmet him). My lord^r my 
life,, my husband. 
(Meets £d£i:.?L£DA tvJio enters with Behitha. 
Edslfleda measures her with: her eyes as 
she totters buck to Alice^) 
£deL Why do you trembji^ madam» and turn 
pale? 
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I own that this intrusion can be warranted 
By none but its true motive. 

Lm. Motive ! Princess ? 
What motive prompts the gentle ,mirid to seek 
The unhappy, —but some courteous^' kindly im- 
pulse? 
And your eyes speak not such. Some dire mis- 
chance 
Perhaps— ^oh ! tell me — tell me all— ^ahcj v^itb one 
blow; 

— Alice — :Support me 

{sinlis into Alice^s arm$i) 

Edel. (aside to Ber.) Is she^o beautifbl 
As to my tortur'd soul my' eyes preseht her? * 

Ber. *T\s, but the beauty of the menial train. 
The royal air is wanting. 

Edel. Say'st thou so ? • , 

Ah, ho ! that timid softness wins its way 
More surely to the heart.-^I too were gentle. 

If I, like her, were blest.-^— ' -^ 

- Ber. Perversely thus' ' 

Ingenious jealousy wiK rack itself* 
To deck its object. . » • • ./ 

Edel. Jealousy Ao longer, - ' ' 

But hate, contempt, 'and vengeanfee-v— ^ ' 

(to Ina who recoveri^ 
I am sorry 

That you anticipate what I would say. 
If thus thou swoon while yet in ignorance. 
How wilt thou tear with self-destructive passiori 
Those tresses in their dark luxuriance bound 
With skilful negligence around thy brow ! 
Deface that matchless beauty with thy hands. 
Play o'er each practised act of desperation ! 
When thou art told, — the prince thou hast en- 
thrall'd, 
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In a vile dungeon, bound with traitor's chains. 

Awaits the doom of his disloyalty.- 

Ina. 'Have mercy ! heavenly powers ! impri- 
son'd! chain'd ! 
But, no — ^it cannot be---thou com'st to prove me. 
Thou too hast lov'd him, lady, and thoti could'st 

not. 
Oh no, thou could'st not thus unraov'd, decli>re, 
That he whom thou hast lov'd — impossible ! 
Thy voice had faulter'd, and thy tears had 

flow'dl 
Yes, thou had'st pitied me,and kindred sorrow 
Had one short nioment link'd our adverse souls. 
EdeL Who tells thee, insolent! 1 love the 
prince? : , , ' 

Or ever lov'd the base degenerate Egbert ? 
'Tis true that policy had doom'd our hands 
To a forced. union once — and therefore was he - 
Sacred to such as thou! — treason the thought 
In any subject's breast to match with him, 

Ina. If it be treason, I alone am guilty. — 
Treason regards but the aspirir^ subject ; 
Nor can the same be charg'd on yielding great- 
ness. 
Then plead for me in this, howe'er thou hate ix^. 
Plead for me, royal Edelfleda! Claim 
For me the chains he wears (if it be so 
That he indeed does wear thein) ; set him free ; 

(kneeling.) 
I, I alone have sinn!d against the laws ! 
The kii\g, and him, and thee ! 

Ede\ All ! all I Ihou fiend ! - 

And think'st thou it can aught atone my wrongs, 
Though low I, see thee, grov'ling at my feetr 
OiT, shameless woman ! Shameless Egbert's 
choice ! 
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Ina. {risings and with dignity.) The wofflail 
honor'd by Prince Egbert's choice. 
Founds on that choice her claim to more respects 
As Egbert's wife, I must wiliidraw from one 
Unmindful what to Egbert's wife is due. 

(TVtiittW to Alice.) 
Raise gently, Alice, my sweet infant boy. 
Lest he afirigbted wake ; then follow me. 

Edeh {Stopping AUcey and gazing pamanatelp 
on the child.) 
Oh! heaven! Is this his child? 

Iita. Madam, it is. 
You startle him. I pray yon speak more softlyv 
Ungentle tones ne'er wounded yet his ear. 
Edel. Nay^ take it hence. I know not why I 
look'd on't. 

(Ina, 4^c. going,) 
I had forgot the purpose of my visit ; 
Will you not stay and hear it ? 

(Ina returns. Edelfleda softens her tone.) 
Ina, say — 
Would st thou Prince Egbert, whom thou calls't 

thy husband. 
Were freed from prison, and from shameful death? 
I come to tell thee how to compass this. 

Ina. Oh! pardon, gracious princess! that my 
ignorance 
Misjudg'd your generous purpose. Yet good ness, 

sure 
Ne'er wore before such haughty looks and tones 
As you ev'n now did lend her. Name the ipeans I 
Weak as I am, my courage will not shrink 
In such a cause, from any fearful task. 

Edel. There needs to save him, but tibat thoti 
forego 
The idle title thou ereM'hile did'st boast ^ 
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For, 9fi thou Jcnow'^t, it is of youth's gay 

coinage; 
Unsanction'd thus — ^n empty appellation — 
Offensive as'tis^^nmty. Claim it not. 

/|Mr. Pi^ncess ! .1 unflerstand you. I am ready» 
By deaths to cancel niy pure marriage vow, 
Tjifit Aemay liye, .but by no other means ; 
Nor ifi it 6t I longer parley hold 
With one who counsels thus Prince Egbert's wife. 

[Exit. 

Edel. {ofier watching her in a tumult of passion^ 
Thus scornful to withdraw ! — 

(Striking her bosom.y 
Hell! bell is here! 

(Turning eagerly to Bertha.) 
Did'st mark the infent ? Had it not his brow ? 
Methou^ht I could have snatch'd it to my bosom 
With transport such as^mothers scarce have felt, 
And instant came a horror — such a horror ! 
That I had dash'd the tender form to atoms. 
Had I but held it in my shuddering grasp! 

J?er. Oh ! let us quickly leave this fatal scene ! 
Too much it racks thy bosom. 

£</e/. Hpw I hate her ! 
I envy her her very dangers. Bertha. 
JS^ claim his phains ! 'twere mine the right to 

share them. 
Or rather / had brought all Mercians power 
T'avenge his wrongs ! Nor had I prov'd my love 
By tears and prayers, low grov'ling on the earth, 
But by such gifts as kingdoms ! sceptres ! 

thrones ! 
Adoring nations kneeling at his feet ! 

J3er. It yet will be so. This presumptuous 
woman 
Will meet the death she merits, and her image, 

F 
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Her worthless image, fade from the remembrance 
Of him who should be yours! 

EdeL Yes, mme by right! 
By ^olema compact mine! Attested mine 
By witness nations ! And, thinks she I will yield 

him?. 
But, ah ! he loves ine not ! What were his hand. 
His rold rel|ictant band, without his heart?-r- 
' Shall I not find some solace in revenge?^ — * '' 
] Yei will that sweeten life like what ev'n now. 
These eyes have seen ? 

^ *' Enter Egbert. 

f ; Egb,, Oh^ heaven! whpip find Ihere? 

J^eL I came to see this miracle of beauty — ^ ♦ 
I Thisf other Helen ; for whose fatal charms 
^Twa realms, must lie in ruin, apd for whom ^ 
Prince Egbert^ dooms his people to the sword ; 
And {:Aej»;^$e^n;her, ' . • 

. , ; .., (Goinff, he stops ^.) 

Egb. Hast thou seen my wife? 
Ha ! Edelfleda ! — — How didst tbou address W? 
EdeL (cojitemptuously.) As is her due. 
Egb, Then as heaven's fairest work! .., i 

As virtue's brightest gem ! as nature's prides 
Did'st thou address her !— and--:a8 Wessex' 
princess ! . 
Edeh Say rather as a subject too aspiring, . 
Presumptuous, and vain; who gave her ear ^. 
To idle flatteries from royal lips. 
And swerv'd from honour's path. I would hav^e 

sav'd her, » 

But she scorn'd my counsel. 

Egb. {eagerly^ Save her from what? — 
Say, princess ! is ^ught practi^'d against Jpa?/ 
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JBdel. igoii^g^ Nay, it iinports not me. — I would 

depart. — • 
Egb. {stopping her.) Oh, Edelfleda! I have held 
thee noble, 
Have ever honour'^d thee. 

Edel. Ye powers supreme ! 
Oh hear his words ! mark his unblushing brow ! 
Tliou! thou hast honoured meP^hast held me 

noble ? 
And didst thou honour me in Cenulph*s pre- 

sence, 
When late — oh ! grant me patience, Heaven ! an 

hour, 
A little hour has scarce ^laps*d,— since mock'd, 
Insulted — scorn'd. 

Egb. This keen reproach were due \ ' 

Had I thy royal nobleness mistrusted ; 
'Twas from thy generous nature that I hop^d 
For help and stay in this my utmost need. 
Canst thou forget when in our earliest youth, 
Ere yet the fatal torch of discord blaz*d. 
Severing our houses, — of thy mbthex 'reft, 
Mine prov'd our common parent? happy dayj^l 
' Edel. {with emotion^ And were they happy 

days to thee too, Egbert? 
Egh Yes, they were days of thoughtless, un- 
mix'djoy. — 
Hadst thou, sore pressed with sorrow, said to me, 
" Friend of my youth ! thy help T — oh, Edelfieda ! 
What had 1 not encountered in thy service ? , , 
But thou desertest me — art my worst foe! — 

Edel. I ! I, thy foe? /, who for thy sake liVe 
In torments, iSercer than e'er yet consumed , 

?he guiltiest MTetch. — /, who but err'd in tiiis, 
^lat yielding to our parents true obedience, 
I gave my heart where they had giv'n my hand. 

■ f2 
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Egb. {distressed) Prin^Md! — ta^ lieart— mr 
hand — no longer mine, — ' 
How often with the secret on my lips, 
Sought I, ere this, to throw me at thy feet : 
But thy averted looks, — thy cold disdain — 
The sudden anger flashing oh thy ctieek— 

J^L Were the last struggles of ^xpirln^ 
pride! 
And h^t thou lov'd ? nor know'st love's varioust 

language ? 
Tremble, yes tremble, at the bouud I've pass'd. 
Nothing remained to wretched Edelfleda ' 
But pride of soul, and that lies prostrate now. 
And dost thou think I will recede ? no, BgbertM 
Triumph or death be mine ! 

Egb. Triumph ! o'er whom ? 

1^1. O'er her! the source of all toy ilt! o'er 
her / — 
Who, as the sweeping pestilence, uni^een 
Stole o'er the tender germ, and blasted^ it, 
That, growing with our growth, uhfoldidg fair; 
Had ripen'd into love, and made me blest ! 

Egb. Hold, woman ! would'st thou be a venge- 
ful fury ? 
And will my deadliest hate? my soul's deep curse — 

Edel. Thy hatred? yes — thy curse <rere fitr 
less bitter 
Xban thus to see ye blest — 

Egb. {kindly. ) Nay, Edelfleda, 
Be thou thy self again. Thou once wert generous — 
ly who have wrong'd thee, throw me on thy mercy ; 
Be thou the guardian of my happiness. 
And let me bless thee for each joy I knOw. 
I, by my father's order, seek the army 
Ere evening close. — Oh ! by our early days 
Of childish frtendsnip! by our common mbtli^ ! 
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nPor thou didst give her that endeartng name!) 
And by her dying blessing o'er us brtoth'd, 
As we together knelt and mingled teal's ! 
Oh ! be thou great, as not to mortal frrtilty 
Has yet been giv'n ! — Princess, protect tny wife 1 

Enter Ina. 

I hear his voice I 'tis he! my lordT my Egbiert! 

(They embrace,) 
Why kneel to her? why claim of her protection ? 
And canst not thou protect me? thow^ my hus- 
band! 
Egb. Alas! my love, I must on the instd^nt 
hence; 
The army claims me, and the kin^ commatnids 
I can but fold thee to my faithful bosom. — ; 

(They embrace in speechless dmotioH.) 
My Ina! — oh ! I would be finn. — I pray thee 
Tremble not thus. — Nay, smile^— though forc'd 

the smile. 
It were a pious fraud, and my poor heart 
Will half deceive itselt — 

Ina. (in great tiistf ess.) My lord! my love! 
EdeL (aside.) And must I witness tiiHei soft melt- 
ing eye I 
Hear the endearing name ! niark all their fond- 
ness! 
And thus learn each svreet several joy I' lose ! 
And is't of me he cltiims for her protection ? 
Let justice take ils course. He knows I love. 
And therefore must be mine : and for she knows 

. *♦» 
My pride cannot consent that she should live. 

[Exit with Bertha. 

Egb* Alas ! my love, to part with fh^ is hard ; 

Never so hard before. Yet, my kind father. 
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As if repentant of the angry haste 

With which he fastened ('twas but for a moment^ 

Chains on thy Egbert, has ev'n riow dismiss'd 

me 
With gr^ciops signs of sweet returning lore — 
With fullest confidence — with ample powers. — 
Was it not generous? And think'st thou, Ina, 
I will not justify the noble trust ? 

Ina. Oh, yes ! thou wilt a thousand, thousand 
fold. 
Heaven guard thee while this thought impets thy 

valour 
(As well I know it will) beyond all bounds 
Of prudence. Oh ! when desperate, thou seek^st 
To pluck fair wreaths from danger's hideous 

brow, 
Think of thy Ina ! of thy child ! and check 
Thy daring rashness ! 

JBgb. Nay, it is that valour 
Thy love would chide, will best protect thy Eg- 
bert, 
Restore him worthy of thy tenderness! 
Ina. And must I stay so near a treacherous 
court? 
And that fierce woman's hate? Now all is known. 
JEgb. My fether will protect thee. 
Ina. CanUey Egbert? 
Thou know'st the artful sw^y of cruel Baldred. 
Nay, let me go with thee ! — See, Alwyn comes. 

Enter Alwyn. 

Plead for me, Alwyn, that I follow him. 

Alw. She must not stay, my friend — ^Thou art 
deceived. 
Thy father was too gentle. Tis not so, 
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Hqwe'er the parent may relent — that kings 
Can wipe away all trace of injury. 
Go, then, my prince, as was appointed, wearing 
^hat open brow — a stranger to mistrust. 
When night shall close the eye of vigilance. 
And with her friendly mantle shroud our steps, 
I will steal forth with Ina, both concealed 
In such rude weeds as wrap the villager. 

Ina. Thou art our guardian angel! — and my 

child? 
Alw. We will not leave him. On his mother's 
breast. 
He shall be cradled. On the gentle steed 
Thou lov'st so well, for that he brought thy Eg- 
bert 
So often to thy arms, ye shall be plac'd. 
And I beside you will conduct your steps. 
Egb. How for a moment shall I leave thee, 
love. 
Now that a doubt — Oh, no ! a doubt would wrong 
My father' — yet — a fear — Love's idle fear — 
Ina. (with joy and eagerness.) I have nor 
doubt, nor fear. I follow thee. 
My lord ! My husband ! tlieey my all of bliss ! 
And beai* our mutual treasure in my arms ! 
ilear'd softly, I ne'er knew life's rougher hour; 
Yet shalt thou find me as the rudest peasant. 
Hardy, and firm of nerve. If night should wrap 
Her brow in clouds, I'll bless the kinder shade 
Favouring our flight; or, if her lamp shine forth, 
I'll think it is to light me on my way. 
The howling wolf shall seem but as a friend, 
Scaring who may pursue me (for true love 
Never knew fear) I The blust'rin^ winds tliat 
meet me, 
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I'll hail as eager messengers from thee ; 
An4 if they scatter from their ruffled wiugs 
The driving hail-storm on my houseleas li^d, 
I will but lap our infant s mantle close, 
And say it is plain nature's ruder welcQme. 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



ACT. IV. 

SCENE I. 

Cenulph (alofie.) 

The cheerful day revives me. All night long 
In thousand changeful forms my labourii^.fancy 
Presented Sigiswold. The very smile 
Beam-d on me still — ^The smile he wore in d^atb ! 
He vN^rung my hand as then ; and, as I gaz'dy 
He chang'd all ghastly, horrible, and frown'd — 
A frown that search'd my soul ! In agony 
I shook off sleep — again I suuk o'erwearied. 
And th^n methougbt my son came towering on, 
Nor touch'd the ground, but in. con tempt. 

Bnter Osric. 

Osr. My Liege ! 
From royal Egbert messengers arrive. 

Ven. Conduct them hither. [Osfic goes. 

My distemper'd thoughts Tjode nought but ill. 
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Enter Edred. 

What tidings from the army ? 

Ed. Prince Egbert greets his father and his 
king 
With duteous love and firmest loyalty ; 
Already to his banners throng thy subjects 
With ardour never witnessed. He had number'd 
Ten thousand men in arms ere he dismissed us. 
The peasant leaves the coulter in the furrow 
To snatch his battle-axe, or ponderous spear ; 
The aged bowman, all unnerv'd by time, 
Grasps the tough yew he can no longer bend. 
Ev'n mothers bid their slender striplings arm, 
To follow their lov'd prince ! their future king ! 

Cen. Their future king ! Say they, " their fu- 
ture king?" 
Are they impatient that old Cenulph lives ? 
It is enough. You may retire. 

{Exit Edred. 
The prince 

Elated, thinks 'tis but to break a lance 
With Ethelbald, and gaily speed him back 
To love and Ina. [he appears in great agitation. 

Enter Baxdred. 

Baldred, thou art welcome ! 

I think thou art true, nor like the summer cour-- 

tier. 
Dost more affect the prince than thy old master ; 
Oswald I doubt, and Orgar.— The smooth AU 

wyn 
Is wholly his.— The father's tenderness 
Has, more than all, prov'd traitor to the king. 
Did I say king? Ah! king no longer, Baldred, 
Than it may please Prince Egbert! 

o 
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Bal. (aside.) This is Well ! 
Now will my poison work ! 
(Aloud.) It was yourself 
Did fiiiidly loose the reign to headstroflg^outb, 
Till as the mountain torrent rushing^ down 
That gathers at each fall redoubled force, 
And spreads with sweep resistless o'er the plaid : 
Ev'n so Prince Egbert^s fortunes, with swoln d<le 
Bear on^ overwhelming the long lerel honoursi 
Of his good fetther's reigii« 

C^* Thou chid St me, Baldred. 
Haply, in flattery V sunshine hour, I had 
111 brook'd thy honest roughness. Now I need 
A friend like thee. 

JBal. I speak as duty prompts, 
And fearless speak, as suits a holy mstn« 
Wean'd from the vanities of tltis low World 
To commune with the skies. 'Tis there I read 
Of danger to the state-^where most she looks 
With confidence for aid. 

Cen. The urgency 
Of public danger, friend, must o'erbear alL 

BaL Ha! mf^t thou so? then Ina should not 
live. 

Cen. Nay, but my son ! — 

Bald, (significantty.) True, thou hast cause to 
fear him. 

Cm. Fiarhim} Was that thy word? What, 
fear my child ? 

BtM. Y^^ thoi» d&H fear the pritice, and 
thott hast causes 
Ev n the wolf's whelp will gambol found its^ 

d^m 
With ft^w life's f racei^ felt through all creatioft, 
Btttm^rk, ere long the blood-rerf^eye balls glarife ! 
The keen hook'd fangs ! smon tb' invaded fold ! 
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The $laiigbter'd flock! Ye^, Egbert w^t^'Cliiid, 
His father 9 darling, i9pof tlve, guileless ; gay ; 
But now he is a prince^ in manhood's pHnMrf 
Bold — strong — ^ambitious— ^Jul t^^aaldief 's i4ol ! 

Cen. Beware, giwd Baldred. bow thou platilt 
a fear 
Sa fatal-in my breast* I lov*d my «ofi — 
With £6nd indulgence lov'd him ! ah I beware, 
I sully not a long and bloodless reign 
By some foul deed* Oh 1 let me trust my chiM 
The few short years that naturae yet may lend ! 

Bald. Nay, trust him till with impious hand 
he pluck 
The diadem from thy time-silver'd brow. 
M€ it recks not. Crowns, sceptres, earthly toys. 
Are in my purer eyes of no account. 
I can retire within my holy cell. 
Thai, self defended in its sanctity. 
Not slmmeless vice shall dare to violate. 
Welcome to me the sacred fold I left,— 
A willing ^epherd, seeking to reclaim 
The wandering sheep ! is^^gh 

Ceil. Stay, holy Baldred, stay. 

Since I lost Sigiswold I have walk'd darkling. 
In doubt and dread to err. — Erewhile I led 
My armies forth, — fought foremost, and returned 
V^ictorious, 'mid my people's acclamations ! 
What am I now ? feeble, and old, and scorned, 
I sit at home, and trembie — while — -my son ! 
Methinks I stand upon a fearful brink ! 
An evil spirit beckoos from below ! 
XV^ke thou my hand — ^support, and guide my 
ste s ! 

Baid. It was for this, my Liege, J did forego 
M} wonted course of holy meditation. 
How I have kept strict watch and ward for tjbee 

G 2 
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Thou now shalt learn. Beneath a peasant's garb. 
By darkness favoured, Ina had escap'd — 

Cen. Escap'd — bow was it ? 

Bald. Let it now suffice — 
Arrested in her flight I lead her hither. 

Cen. Thanks to thy vigilance! Thou trusty 
friend! ' 

Bald, You said the public weal must overbear 
all! 
There is nor peace nor safety for the realm. 
While in its very heart, — its seat of life, 
This canker-worm is foster'd — secretly 
Corroding the sweet tie of filial love. 
Is not the sacred bond of public faith 
(With foul disgrace to thee!) by her means 

broken ? 
A princess grac'd with every fair endowment 
(Who, for her marriage dower in one hand bore 
A sceptre ! in the other, Peace !) — ^insulted — 
Driven to avenge her wrongs ? my royal master ! 
Tis but to pluck this canker-worm away, 
And crush it underneath your foot, and still 
You hesitate ! — * 

Cen. No, Baldred — she shall die — 
If she refuse the marriage vow to cancel. 
And seek the refuge of the holy cloister — 
The daughter of brave Sigiswold shall die ! 

(asidCs ^ith emotion?) 
Oh, Sigiswold ! thy frown ! 

Bald, (asidej exultingly.) iShe's in my power I 
(Aloud) Good, my Liege, the royal signet haply— 
Might sanction pleasures— such as watchful 
care — 

Cen. (giving it) Take it,— 'tis done I— and yet 
, I would the law 
Might seem to doom her, Baldred ; nor would I 
Appear to move this business. 
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^ Bald. I have forestair4 
The father's secret wish. — ^The lords attend. 
As you commanded, now in solemn council. 
Ere yet they met I sounded warily 
Each several bosom. — ^They are well advis'd^--^ 
They view with steady eye the getieral good^ 
Nor mark the private pang. —Leave all to themi 
'Tis meet that Alwyn (though we know him false,) 
Should hold his place among them. He to Eg- 
bert 
Will thy reluctant tenderness report. 
The rest are bent in all as we would have them. 

{JExeunL) 

SCENE II. 

{The scene opens and discovers tJie JLwds 
seated in judgment.) 
^ St. Lord. Methinks the holy abbot tarries long. 
^d Lord. King Cenulph loves his son. It were 
not easy, 
Perchance, to bring him to the point we wish. 
Alw. {eagerly.) King Cenulph was the father of 
his people ! 
Then how much more the father of his child 1 
Ere Baldred practised on declining age 
To sow dissension. — 

3rf Lord. Hark ! I hear their steps. 

Cenulph enters with Baidred. They all. rise. 
He' takes his seat with due ceremony. 
Cen. Have ye, my lords, each several change 
prepar'd 
Against this woman ? that she may appear, 
And answer for her crime? 
Mor. We have, my Liege. 
Cen. We do not wish that she be hardly dealt 
with. 
Nor would we pluck up by the roots a flower 



40 IKA, 

Our son has sometime |^«ter'd with fetid care^ 
But rather plaice it rich inbloomiiig sv^eetfs. 
An oflering oa the ahrine o( public good. 

(2%e l0rds Sow w$mi.} 
Bring in the prisoner. 

(Ina i$ brought in, guarded.) 
Holy abbot, speak. 
Sold. Daughter of Sigiswold» thou art auu- 
mon'd hither^ 
To answer to high charges brought figaini^ thee* 
Thou hast, by subtle and unlawful arts. 
Wrought on the royal h^r o{ Wes^ex' thronr. 
And drawn him from his true allegiance; 
That he hath broke the faith the king, his father^ 
Had pledg'd for him, and thereby brought on tt» 
A bloody war^ and on tbe throne dishonour. 
Cen. Speak, Ina^ nor dyisaemble; thy con- 
fession 
May win. stern justice to commit thy ca«se 
To mercy's hands. Say, was't by flatteries. 
By honied words thou did'st ao fix prevail? 
Ina. My king, my royal master! Ever gra- 
cious ! 
Thanks for thy gentler speech, that grimes mat 

time 
To wake and rouse my senses to thaie horrors^ 
So new, so strange, around me, conjur'd.up 

To terrify my weakness ! » 

{A puus^.} 
My confession, 

And my defence are one. On $imfrfe truth 
I rest. For my good father's services^ 
Most honoured Cenulpli, and his hs^ppy death 
(For that he held it happy his last words* . 
As ye all know, declar'd)4 I was ad^ancU 
To attend your late lov'd consort. lu her prc^ 
* seuce 
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I often saw the prince, but pmct»»'d nought 
Of what ye charge me with. I am not skiiPd 
In arts unhailow^, lovds, nor even practit'd 
The^arte less blam'd of courtesy and smiles. 
Nay tf ben through all the realm one Toice WM 

heard 
Of gratulation on his martial deeds^ 
Oh I when the widow's tears were dried to bless 

him I 
When age shook off its weight of years for joy I 
And chidren gambol'd round his homeward steps. 
While checking his proud steed he smjrd upon 

them ! 
And when bin boundless heart to all went forth. 
To age with filial love' to glowing youth 
With all a brother's warmth ! To the falFn foe 
With saddened grace, as though he blushed at 

conquest ! 
I still %vas silent — though sweet tears woaU 

gush 
To hear his praises from a nation's lips ! 

(She appears atetc^me^ 
Ahvyn. It was a glorious triumph for a prince 
So young in war's dread lore ! 

Bald. Such deeds more justly 
Had in a simple maid rais'd distant awe. 
Not the ambitious thought to match with him^ 

Inn. Still was I happy in my secret homage^ 
(To blame alone in that it border d much 
On what were due to heaven) nor knew a wi»h 
Beyond what each ensuing hour now gave, 
To see him, hear him, and r^ain each word 
His gracious lips let fall ; when, on a day, 
(How fortunate ^!Steem*d till now !) the queen, 
For some slight instance of my duteouis care — 



48 INA, 

The priace assisting — said, ** My children^ 

thanks!" 
I met Prince Egbert's glance — It bore my fatfe ! 
Confused, I hasten'd from the royal chamber. 
He foUow'd me» and pour'd forth all his soul ! 
For in those words he read the queen's consent ; 
Nor did I otherwise interpret them, 
Who had no power to think but as he thought. 
You, royal Cenulph, then were on the borders. 
To treat with Ethelbald. When you retum'd 
With Mercians princess — I was Egbert's wife. 

Cm. Thy father's services are not foi^otten. 
With which thou artfully dost usher in 
Thy tale of innocence. Although thy deed 
In any other were as treason censur'd. 
The worth of Sigiswold shall gloss it over. 
And I will pardon thee, if thou retire 
Within the walls of some far monastery, 
And take the holy vows that sever thee 
For ever from the world and all its ties. 
This, by thy free consent, and presently !. 
Peclaring void, th' unsanction'd marriage* 

Jnd. King? 
I am a wife, and mother of a prince, 
Who must not blush in riper years, to hear 
His mother's name. 

^al: Dost thou, perverse and thankless. 
Turn from the outstretch'd hand of royal mercy ? 
The law to death has doom'd thee. But the king 
Would snatch thee from thy fate/ and we, his 

council. 
Applaud his deed ; while thou, ungrateful wo- 
man! — 

Ina. My lords, the sentence you declare as^ 
law, • 

I cannot have incurr'd, The prince is free : 



Ye none of you would yield, to dijAse bis mate 1 
Si^if taeiclaiiBs pf state deowid m^ deatfi,, 
I, for my country's weal, can lay mf head, 
Calody as apy of ye, on ti^ bldek. 
A death so glbnovs^ by my coua<rynw 
- With^ratefiiil tearaa$d(tSi<mrledg'd, will oet iihua' 
'IRbd inMne of ker :Krfao booe your fetore kmg* 

Bald. Consider well. Delay is noitiallow^d^ 
ToHDHiorroiir, or jhe scaA>ld or the teioMtfir, 
Ina. (with terror.) And must i thevt, nay lordfr-^ 
pnepaAs for deatli? 
Nor see nay husband— ^more? 
Bald! Th»u msf&r ^mJit sjste him thou hast 
nam'd thus, 
.Whaoh Var diou cbusf . 

(Seeing, het overcome.) 
Tfaiait of that tender fi^sie, 
M&^'^ 4hns by itts, as yet h«t fiuiitly imag^f 
l9li(! how will it suslaixi die rei^l horroi^ 
6tf Mftnovs aad publip<exeeu|;ian ? 
While the outrageous ftopuiaice tbrcAg round 

thee 
With c^rsM loud, or hafily, coarser |>ity. 
i 4tiarr.d pot to see thee shrink appaird ! 
Yes, jshriMid tky timid softii^ss ia liiecl^ften 
Where sister saints shall foid thi)^ io ^gif^ 

bosoms, 
Pmmtthem^i^ world Mid cdl its iik wtfmxtt. . 
Jitui. Modr «ot, uy lord, what uatun^^ v|i- 
riowB hand 
l^jhattffit on tito weaker aex to set o)ff jimtm. 
The rnier textuneiof our pcai^res wiU^riJJ* 
At iMApridf sonfids: the chaztgefiil cbeisk ;will 

Uaiich, 
^hoi^ not trjlkiear ; or glow wi(& oriiBtsoaft diue, 
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Though Mot a thougfit less pure have sflam'd the 

mind : 
And, though I tremble, lords, nor can support 

me — . 
Nor can distinctly mark this awful presence 
(For in amazement swims my troubled vision) ; 
Yet does this frame, «o frafple^ bear a soul 
More constant than ye think, where youtfaiul 

pride 
3oth knows to make the choice which virtue 

prompts, 
And by that choice aindt. Tis death, my lords ; 
Dishonour, — ^never! 

IBald. Thou wilt think otherwise ; 
Thou art not firm to meet the law's full rigour. 
Iwa. Baldred, I am. If what thou say's! b^ 

law. 
i must live honour'd as Frmce Egbert's wife, 
Oi* must not live : and, when ye shed niy blood. 
Remember, 'tis Prince Egbert's wife ye niurda^. 
May I retire, my Liege, and wait my sentence? 
Ctn. Attend her heilce. Lord Oswald. Inar 

mark, 
'Tis thim who hast rejected offer'd mercy. 

\_Exit Ika. 
Aiwyn, thou see'st how vain it is to strive 
•Against her firm resolve. 

Alw. Most firm, my Liege, 
In honour's tnid*day course. I thought no less 
Of one, though of the weaker sex, and gentlest 
EV'n of the gentle — sprung of Sigisivold! 

Bal. Alwyn, would say, ihe father's loyalty 
Sanctions the offspring's treason. 

Cen. (to the lords ^ rising.) In your hand^ 
I leave my seal : aflSx it to the sentence 
Your steadier judgment prompts, alas! not 

biass'd 
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As mfaiemurt be. Whatever you may decree, 
Be her own house her only priBoA, lords ; 
Am! dioD^h ye place a trusty guard arouiid it. 
Let her not be controul'd in aught, save what 
Might iumish means to escape. A moment stay ; 
Let me not see you set your hands to this, 
Nor bear of it, my lords, till all be over. 

JBald. The impending danger, nay, the. suire 
destruction 
Of this ill-fated land, if we avert not 
The sword of war, and this the only meaius,' 
Have be^i well weigh'id before ; and I have here 
The^form and substance of the business. 
The public danger suflfers not d^lay. 
The child must die with her, or nought is done. 
Are we not all agreed ? 

Aiw. No. /, my lordis ! 
I dare protest against the blockly sentence I 
Balfl. Alwyn, beware ! 'Tis well known thou 
hast been 
Base pander to Prince Egbert's worst excessets. 
What by my holy office 1 declare 
Tabe most yauA — most necessary-^^-'^diotiv « -^ 
Bold as thou art, wilt thou, at thy life's hazard. 
Vainly oppose ? I do take shame, my lords. 
That this man's taunts '^bq^ld thus have mov'd 

my temper ; ^ 

I who have thrown aside the Iruthless sword 
, To bear the pastor's crook ! who did forego 
The pride and pomp of war — the shout of 

triumph, 
JFor humble be^ils, and the. Iom^ voice of prayer I 
Would /, my friends, would I have doom'd this 

lamb, 
Pri^ of my flock 1 but for the go©d of all ?/ 

W2 
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^ JLOrd. Na» doiiM p>ux ftlM» 

My Baidrad, 
BdU. Theto w no lK)|)Cdf IwtiBg pate iif. 

lift Sftliie imk>A of . ktF royal boon 
With that af Mercia.^Tiri8 to hm proeuf '4 
By InaV death aloner^'t^BNnrtf tKBiadD,.lord%» 
M itAxjfient to delay her sentenc'd death I — 
Ahv.. I tell the proud remofsdeBS ptiest^-M^Hol 
Heaven, 
Thon would'st make 'emnplice of thy cDiailjr, 
Will bttile thee. Ye&-^tha rad bolt of TngMM:t 
Wi|i fiftd Hbe guilty head ben<iirth Am cswl^ 
As surely aa the bare and hmitakacl nrfhs^ 
Who spoils the mighty traveller !-*HMr i^'iilv 
Tb^awsflEer fire till tardy tbmndtfrdwwnii: 

(T^ seme closes ait tkkm euttej^sU^ sigi^ing 
k^ SjfnUnee.y 

ENP OF THE FOURtS £Ct. 



ACT V. 

SC.BNE t . 
fNA*s Sowef. 

Ina, Qsric, a»if Gt^A*fii• 
iita. ]^jboinel Tbdlis^Meof baj^iSiMf aif 
f$0Wie i 
Oh ! the sweet recollection in that yntad^ 
V Ibe t^ tiime tty eyed irovid diia feti««i 



^^ 
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-SacfeMTcndl upt4 so deal* J-^bM Uiiitdmtf fb^^.— 

(Seeing- tkegwtrd^ md shndderin^.} 

These savage mea ! good Oirvc^ pray dlewAf 

them — ' ; ./. * * 

Thty^SM^ €m lti« with bold^imigetttle Id^k^i 
That wear not the respect m*Sfbmka wwe due 
To* wiatcfatdwiss Uke mine. 

Osric. (mmk»mgni tk&f ^Amdd retire^^ Ye«^aii . 
obeyed^ : , j 

.fim. I«f tky heart biajr^ fhatBtttdred th<hc^ 

I'o^Binjr jailor > . 

Omc. Lady, I'm a soldier, 
Oommaid( tbe^tpoof^. Attl4)u^«d lile xisPyal ^f sfi^l 
And wUlv' 1 ifioU thiacHiivg^ Yf^^iixf a^i^1l» 

ther •• : . . V • 

Entrusted to my ketfpjkigi l^^rar^ 6«npi:. . 

Ina. And must the MrfdMMr Iinow.no tC>iH;W<C 
Mture? 

O^c. I said not so. I meant Ib^to; declare 
The soldier** faottout dtuat not rimnk^. a^lb^v^li 
His heart^atrinm h«rgl 

Itm. Melfainktf^Miy Ford > 

BliE tkcM tkM fttrMl" OttO^ ?r-^ 

fhtie* Twos on ati <ratpo8tv 
Wounded, and left as dead, the tide^ of battte 
Roirdonwavds where I )a)r.r^The. prinee WMi 
theutt , 

g^or 1m was every where, and ruled the fates,) 
efilac'd me oii hie £ltee4^ 9ii4p|M!Hrt«d»/|ed BkO^^h^ 
Himself deep wading through swVftlNi Iilis' flood, 
And gave me to a cottager in chapge.^^^ , . 
Naf^lbcm^^f itein victory's madd'ning hour, 
And sent ere night one skJUTd^clotf^ my" woufid^^ 
lAAf^ H imrd thie k«iFt^ tk' ini|Hfeiieiei^ fr^i^d 
Oq bav^Mt thhif^ te d^^epeift^^ a«d» m^H durable ! 
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Ina. Thou Vt mov'd !— kind aonl \—mf grie^«~ 
not I, did wrong thee. 
Sure thou comldst pity me* 
Osric. Oh! might IproYeit! 
Ina. Thou may'st! n>r though thon canst not 
sparfe my life 
Tis thine to soften death. Thou, by thy ofice. 
Hast access ever to the foyal presence. 
Condlict me to the king. 
Osric. (astonished.) Hal say'st thoii?'-^where- 

fore? 
Ina. I would but claim a grandsure's phying 
care 
For Egbert's — ^for thy benefiictor^s— diild. 
Then look on cteath with such meek constancy 
As innocence may lend. — 

Osric. Thou hast prevaird* 
'But lady, wait— I pray you wait a space 
Till darker night close round, and the hush'd 

palace 
Assure no interruption. — Tin but life 
I hazard here, — the soldiers hanmar safe! 
For Alwyn said the king forbade controul. 
Save in what might a^rd thee means of fineedoni. 
Ina. Thou generous man ! thy precious life \^ 
sure ; 
The prince, at ha:^ard of his own will guard it 
But what of Alwyn ? thou didst speak his name. 

(giving ker a dagger.) 
Osric, He bade me give thee this ; yet, cnarge 
thee, live 
If it be possible.*--— 

(taking it eagerljf^) 
Ina. I understand him, 
[After looking at it with emotion she goes to<i 
table on which are emblems ofworMp^ 
Here I shall offer up n^y last sad prayer 
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When I return ; and, if the secret voic<^ 
Of conseienceBpeak assetit, yes, — I will hug thee, 
Horrible as thou art! — thou last best friend. 
That canst alone prevent the headsman's stroke. 
{Lays the dagger on the table.) 
Here too t place my Egbert's pictur'd form, 
It might offend. 

(Takes a' picture from her breast.") 
And here, these gems^ his tokens ! 

{Places arfUkments.) 
They ill become the wretched supplicant 

To death devoted. 

CReturmnjB^ to OsRic.) 
Alwymwfaereishe? . ^ 

I little thought that Alwyn would forsake me. 

Osric, Forss^ke thee? He! the cruel sent^iee 
passed, — ' 

He flung him on the steed prepared for thee ; 
And, with a madman's desperate courSQ, he sped 
To seek. thy Egbert. 

/na. Oh ! 'twas rashly donel 
Had I but known his purpose, I had sent 
Some words of comfort, — of fallacious hope* 
Osric, my husband's bosom owns no thought ^ 
Mine does not share. We are one heart! one 

mind I 
And the full tidings of my fate, pour'd forth 
With careless haste, will kill him. Oh ! I know. 
Too well Iknow, alas ! th' impetuous course 
Of all his soul's affections! 

Osric. Nay, take comfort. 
Haply good Alwyn brin^^s him to thy resctie. 

JjMi. The distance I Osric. — ^Will th^ wild 
winds lend 
Their rushing wings ? — 

Osric., Forestall not eyils, lady. 
There's pity still in heaveti ! 



'Bike j^ paie Ikig^npg l%liC Iim Un llM#Mt^ 
I vfiii pv^aee tne. 

Bali>r£^d 4mdarmei^ i^easmU. 
jBaI^ a thougliitless groom that tends on ^* 

Betray'd their course. Thpy will |ras» tbfoHj^ 

t^ii^wood; 
Conceal yourselves, my friendJIs^ and be ye smte 
The pti&ee ^»dape not. IS^H&ks 4lMh alcme 
Can sib^e yo«t kiim the s•wo^l ef £thefba1d\ 
Think of your wives, your cfaildrefiy an4 yow 

homes. 
I^ffk! I liear <]l9taiit voices 1 to your steoid. / 

it hey ctmeeai tkemsehw) 
Enter ESobert a»rf Alwyn. * 
£^b. CHi! Alwyn! I^iatxny pliant steed sh<m)d 
fail me! 
I&InS'Sf^esGue failing — 

Al: £re tie sunk 
O'erwearied, he had measur'd half the rep.lpi! 
My fleetest coursers wait in yiEmder hamflet, ' 
CUmceaFd %y darkness and thet^ tangled tl-ees) 
Trust «e, »y lord* i know eadi knotted oa^^ 
Each bushy dell^ and, though the moon re^is«^ 
Her friendly beam, can guide your steps a^hjt* 
(^^ P4as€mt$ att0^ ihtm. EeBjatT %^b»^ 
offilmr weapons ^ but dees notstfihe tkem^ 
Egh. Refrain these ruffian staves f hold, triki* 
tors! hold! 
I g^m your prince — yfmr leader — and for yf>tf . 
Have this day stak'd by %lood oq yoadjer j^laine. 
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Stand'Offl Icurfaearl: Iwouldnottaketheliyeft. 
Of tboaiB foe whom I fought, bpneath that siin, 
Gooe^dolivii ere while in crimson blushes wrapt, 
%>,hi]le him from >oard£ecL — 

\The peasants /all hacky then advcmce again 
tumuliuQudgf,'] 
On your allegiance ! 
Ingratfifeudie shames mercy. ii;om her softoess!. 

(theffJhUbackagqin.) 
MiatakoD aoieal what villain set you on ?> 
Not of yourselves — ye men of Wessex !t— rio~- 
Not of yourselves, — my countrymea ! niy Iriexiids! 
My fellow subjects ! — ^^and my fellow soldiei*s I 
Would ye attempt my life. Ikoowyouwoulduol, 
I trust you ere ye speak. — 

(I^asant&fall athisjiet.) 
(Sheathing his stugrd.) Who set yon on ? 
. JPea. A holy man declared you held at nought 
Qitf lives, Qur fortunes — and he bade us boldly 
By one great stroke secure themv-^- 

E^. "Boldly?" fellow. 
Is midnight murder bold ? oh, shan^e I away — 
(^m at bis country's foe the Briton strikes, 
And thus secures the blessings ye have nam'd. 
jPecL Oh! pardop — generous pdnce t ourUves 

are yours. 
J^i. (raising them.) Away, poor knaves, 
away ! ye were misled. 
I would not have the peering mooa betray 
Sonie well-knowii aspect, and unwilling force me 
Te do aa justice points — I pardon you — 
Depart, — nor let me see you till in battle 
Ye on your country's foes redeem this deed. 

(As they are goi?fgo^B Ahj^REiy steals behind 
Egbert with uplifted weapon. Alwyn 
rusting on hivi and seizing his arm,) 
I 
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Ha! treacherous villain? no! it cannot be 
A British breast I pierce ! die — traitor, die! 

(stabs him^ 
Bald. (Jailing^ Detested Alwyn!-— Is it thine 
— ^to wield — 
The threaten'd— bolt — of vengeance! — 

Alw. Baldred's voice? 
And didst thou wrap thee in the holy seeming 
Of peace and love for this ? for secret mutder ? 
Eg. Unhappy Baldred! how had I deserved 
Thy deadly hate?— 

Bald. As does the sun — ^himself — 
The hate — of all — heav'ns glittering — host beside* 
And I — like them — would shun — ^thy hated — 

presence 
Wilt— wilt thou — still — embitter — death'tf last 

pang, 
As thou hast poison'd — all-^my course — of life. 
Eg. Yet live ! oh live ! accept my friendship, 
Baldred — 
My forgiveness !— 

^ Bald. Forgiveness — ^from the man — I hate? 
Ye demons ! save me — ^from him — save — oh, save 
me! {dies^ 

Alw. So may th' unerring vengeance of high 
heaven 
Still fall on those, who wrest the sacred cause 
To their dark purposes !— 

Eg. Oh,Ina! Ina! 
Should this delay prove fatal! on my friend! 

{Exeunt.) 

SCENE III. 

The King's Closet. 

Cen. (alone.) The midnight hour has tolPd ! I 
fain would rest 
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Slei^ ^es these aching eyes ! Why is it so ? 

[he ruminates in a disturbed manner. 
It is not much that one he sacrific'd 
To Stay the sword of war. Yet, ere I press 
The downy couch, a painful something here^ 
I wQuid compose by my accustomed prayer. 
I never yet have laid me down to rest, 
Unoffer'd to high heaVn the past day's deeds. 
Why do I seem less ready now to bend 
The humble knee? If, for my people's weal. 
This woman's death ' — 'tis well — [he kneels. 

Yes I will kneel. 

I ain alone with thee, my Maker! Thee! 
In whose sight all are equal— all thy creatures. 
[As he kneels down^ Ina enters softly behind 
with her Child, approaches unperceived 
as he speaks, and kneels beside him, 
Ina. No ; I am with thee, in thy Maker's pre- 
sence! 
Jjike thee, his creature! and, if true thou say'st,' 
Thy equal in his sight. 

Cen. (with terror.) Protect me, heaven ! 
Ha! is it past? — Avaunt! terrific vision! 
Com'st thou to charge me with thy blood? 

Ina. No, king ! 
I come to bow me at thy honour'd foot, 
And plead for ^^e^, that thou wilt spare thyself. 
Oh ! spare thy age, nor rob it of its staff, 
The blameless conscience ! Of its graceful ho- 
nours. 
Posterity ! and children's children's blessings! 
Cen. Thou ! thou dost bar me from the joys 
thou nam'st. 
They will be mine when thou art ii?i the grave. 
How did'st thou gain admittance at this hour? 
Who aided thee in this !^ — his life shall pay— 

12 
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IfUi. 'l'vvibiEr#,to^liomdl(mdtd%tp<itlr^ 

He gave to inbdcencenOTWonted^^otang^, 
Andrlentiny^areiit'tbie wmniDj^ grace it'^Seeded. 
He^ whvie Toio^ faeaTes Uk sea, and stiUo^t^ ' 

TBtOftfi"*- 

Bade every x^ruelpassitm to Biibside ; 

vAndv Sas-I^pAssId/ feshioii'd each heart lor pity. ' 

The gentle hand, nnconsckmst^f its act. 

Put back therpoindrous bolt!--^Whh tamwteat 

sweep 
The portal open'd, to admit a in6ther 
Bearing her orp!had^d' little one, to place Mm 
Beneatfa^^ratidsire'scare. [-ptieset^i^tie.bkiUL 
'Protect t'h(£ child ! 
T^he iicir of Wesscx' throtte ! 

Cen. I ^ill not look'^on't 
Away, abd take it hence !— It dies Vith thee. 

Ina. Oh ! say not so ! Murder the rosy babe 
That smiles (Hithfee? Tiiyi^e'sstay^ad bopel 
Tfiouy Mrho not yet in wantonness of ^dwer. 
Hast rioted in blood ! Not yet ha»t motkVl 
At nature's ties !-^^«nd iat thy first essny 
To crimson thy hard hand wkh this ! thy eVrn! 
Nay, tremble, tyrant ! tremble in thy tu^n 
Before a frantic mother ! — 'T^mn &rthfer I 
Oh, yes ! thou art, and- father of a scto. 
Whose iii£3iticy wias dekr as is tln«^ bibe'e. 
Then save my child, and let my life suffice* 

[CHnging^ to Aim^ 

€^« A#ay ! fior^iEmg ou' mei^ ¥T^pestt4» 
death! 

Ina. tarn prepared to meet deatbas^becomest 
me; 
Althotigh His imrd :to die;^ go young, so l6tU 1 
Ihy Egbert, tbo/ipriirfindit hard id i^tw 
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Cen. friie»short-liv'd;tyiBmg mil be^&igQtteti 
soon* . 

Ina. And wes thepaog^o soon forgot by :thee, 
To \o^ thy TirtHOiiis queeny my gmciott&inistress» 
Though 'twas by nature's hand matur'd for 

hieav^n 
By a long life o£ h^pphiess and 1ot6 ! 
Not torn from tfeee, as mustbe Egbeipf siwife, 
In spring of bliss, but gently summoned hence. 

Ceh, No more of this. Fair BdelSeda'^ i^^ms^ 
With whom he Weds— 

/«a. Oh ! never, never, king ! 
He will iMt loog sttrvite.— Tbtt& Sdel^flcida 
Will be appesa'd, andpeace onceimore restaifd. 
T^Hsn-will this chiid— Ob, ioek on himtKing^Ce* 

nulph! 
Then will this.bittld renind thee ^f thy aoh. 
Fearnot to> JkMyk :*-^ebut resembles Egbert«^ — 
He bears no featcire 'Of his 'wretobeid mother^ 
His looks will waken none but grastefol thoughts 
Of all tbat "once iwas thine in Egberiifs worth, 
Nor e'er remind thee of the deed of blood 
That^^tainid thy iong reign-s close. 

C<9i. ' I ohaisg^ thee, henoe r 
Was't I whovwilVd thy death! 

ijitf.lfc was myself! 
Aad I ain fiorm to die witii jiDuour^Tatber 
Xh«ti^ live with fame attaiiited. -Sigiswold, 
My &ther, died wkh honour. 

Cen. (starting at the' name;,) Sigiswold! 

ilma. ' l.ani hisdaughter ! ^ bnd like hira I die 
For thee, and for thy people. — If hia blood, 
His faithful blood, that at thy feet flow^ forih> 
Wiiile tfarongmg subjects haU'd?thy «eseu'd lifet 
Hav^ any claim upon*, a royal heart, 
(But^ haply, nurs'd in soft prosperity. 
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A king is not a man that he shonld pity 1) 
Oh ! in my father^s name — to thee — my father f 
My Egbert's father, therefore mine, I suev 
Cen. Away, thou syren ! I have sworn ^y 

death. 
Ina. And I will die content — indeed I will. 
If tiiou wilt hear thy victim's dying prayer. 
Grant, grant, that I once more behold my hus^ 

band! 
Oh ! let thy Egbert once more see his child ! 
And bless him, once, once more ! Oh ! let me see 

him. 
And parting, speak as holy wedded love, 
So rudely sever'd in its youthfiil prime. 
May prompt. This last, this sad, this little com- 

fort. 
Canst thou refuse to her whose father sav'd thee? 
A mother ! and a wife ! whose throbbing breast 
Thy hand so soon will still for ever? 
Ven. (s'rMns.) Oh ! 

Ina. Merciful God ! thou dost wipe off a tear! 
Spite of thyself thou hast a father's heart! 

[eagerly pressine the child towards him* 
Look on thy Egbert's child, and let me hear. 
Ere yet, at day-break, I lay down my life, 
A grandsire's blessing pour'd upon his head \ 

[Cenulph snatches the child to his bosom, 
Ina contemplates them with raptwe^ 
then with trembling' anxiety and hope. 
Father ! and shall I see my Egbert too ? 
Cen. Yes! thou shaltsee him — nor for thousand 
worlds 
SJialt thou be torn from him ! 

[embraces her and the child together with 
agonizing emotion — 4hen 
ComeEthefbald! 
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In all thy terrors, come! I am preparM— 
I and my children will defy thy rage. 

Edred. (behind the scenes^ Nay let me pass. Ye 

shall not stay my steps. 
Monarchs would wish their slumbers ever brokeij 
By tidings such as these! 

(entering) KingCenulph! joy! 
Th' invading host no longer threatens thee. 
While they advanced in insolence and pride, 
Dreaming of conquest, as the god of battles 
Prince Egbert came : — Mrith skill, his powers di^ 

viding, 
He rnsh'd upon the foe from every side. 
Disordered, broken, they but fell on death 
Where'er they turned. 'Twas one wide slaugh* 

ter all. 
Our brooks run crimson to th'afFrighted sea ! 
Our thirsty fallows drink of Mercian blood ! 
Countless the prisoners ! — Ethelbald is taken ! 

Cen. So ever shall it fare in after ages, 
With such as wound, with hostile foot, the bosom 
Of this fair isle, by jealous ocean guarded. 
The richest gem that sparkles on his breast^ 
The cradle, and the throne of Liberty I 

Entei' Edelfleda. 

Egbert victorious ! — Ethelbald in chains ! 
And is it true ? and am I quite undone ? 

(Seeing Cenulph embrace Ina^ 
What sight is this that blasts the blessed ^ense 
Of vision? doom'd to death a few hours since^ 
Feeble old man, by thee and by thy council, 
I see her now, clasp'd in thy trembling axms. 
While tears of dotage o'er thy eye-balls swell. 
Stand I alone in the wide world? — ^no power 
That rules our fates to avenge or to protect xokl 
Then will I be protector to myself!' 



t^ 



My owa tiifeng^ !— md^n(lent--#iqglf&^ 
Supreme! — though but in misery ie^q4 ^It! 

(She t-ushes to stab Ina. Cenulph seizes^her 
arms, and the attendants surround her.) 
Cm. Guard her. Lord Oswatd, >¥ith respect- 
ful care. — 
This frantic act was but the effect of grief. 
Ina. Soothe her, mj lord. Who $hsiU covfr 
passionate 
Her soul's distracted state if Ina. do not? 
Oh! u«ie not harsh co^str^int, lest shf shpl|14 

' feel 
Too heavy on her heart her father's chaias,^^ 
Her fortune's overthrow.— 
JSdel. This ruffian grasp ! 
And think ye, sirs, ye hold some lawless hind 
By gfordid rapine stain'd?— I am a priuec^! 
A mighty monarch's daughter !-^though de^ 

thron'd^ — » 
And sacred still my person !— nay, imhand me. 

(they le^ve her.) 
See, I am tranquil, king I— (^TTt) /«a.^ nor tyeiii- 

ble thou — 
One moment I forgot myself— no more— 
But to high heav'n belongs to judge the faults 
Of royal souls ! — the royal soul itself. 
Heaven's best interpreter? — and royal hands 
Alone shall execute heav'ns just decree! 

(stabs herself^ 
Ina. Hold, hold her hand. Lord Oswald ! 
'tis too late ! 
What hast thou done ? 

Edel. To Mercians wretched princess 
I have secur'd an honourable death ! — 
I could not lite degraded 1^ — thou or I— 
Must yield! — 'tis mine— -I will'd it ml^—^nd 
now — 
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(Which Edelfleda bad »ot a»k'd ^nd liy'd— ) 
Thypard^ih lua!— 

Ina. Ohi »l|chH^ur'd princess ! 
Thou p^rd<N» cither t^ unworthy Ina 
That h^wiiiQ89 ii im^w veems guilt to pwn ! 
£ideL These torpid pulses^ with— m^d passion 
Ijirqlv*— 
No tengw-r^-^s calift-'--^ud cold — tell Eg- 
bert — 
I— dying — ^blessU—ryour loves !— :I pray — yon — 

both— 
Think — ^kindly — sometinpt^s-^kindly — speak — of 
me — 
Cen^ Oh! EdelHeda! raeh^ unhappy maid! 
Thy hand has dash'd from thee exalted good ; 
The good citogenial to thy lofty spirit ! 
Seat^ on Mercia's throne^ thy soul of lore 
Had m a pMiplelB blids secur'd thy owd. 
Edd. No^ mouarcb^no; there is^^bo bliss-^ 
for onto'T-H^ 
W|ip»**4dviag virtue, but-j-by passion-^driven^-e 
To worst — extremes — can never — never — more 
HoBDur^^kiKmBlf.'— Oh ! l«t— the qBibfr—grave^- 
GloflB o'ar-^^HBtty iaorrow»--Hatid my — £iults. That 

pang !-^ 
And now*-H.I mt-^ 

[Dies. 
Ina. Oh! heavens I her BOttl is fled ) 
Cm.. Poor Edelfleda! Sununon her attend- 
ants ! 
Good Bertha, beat her hence; apply tilach means 
If yet a lingerio^ braath of li fe ' < 

Edri^d. My Lif^e, 
We fear some ill ioay faairi^ Italian Prince 
Egbert. 
CiAii. Wh^re k he ? Comes he not ? 
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Edrcd. There came a man, '^ 

With vizor dpwn. In breathless haste he came ; 
They spoke apart with gestures violent, ' 
And sudden sped together o'er the plain. 

Lia. Twas to his heart's dear home my Egbert 
sped ! 
He will be there ere we can reach it, fkther ! 

(She rushes imt^ Cenulm foHaws^ 

SCENE Last, ./'•"•' " 

Ina*s house. 
Enter Egbert and At.WYS'hasfify/ 

Egb, I am here, my love! they shall not tear 
thee from' me'! • . - ' • ' 

Thy husband will defend theb-(rdqi tl»e worldli 
My love ! my wife ! .where- art thou ? ■ - 
Alw. (alarmed.) My good lord, • .^ 
Strange silence reigns arodnd. * They sleep, pM*- 
haps — '-:■ . '" '■- - ' •» '^' 

The menial train: ThSe night is far advanced. ^ 
I pray you rest you here:. I will awake th^Eu.. ■ 
Haply thy Ina too — enjoys repose-*- - 
For sleep will visit — suffering innocence. 

Egb. Haste thee, my friend, and rouse the 
drowsy ^sluggards. 

. [fipii Alwyn. 
(Going to a door.) This is her chamber. Those 
lov'd eyes have wept, * >. » 

'Till as the infant's they have clos'd in sleep; «. 
I'll enter softly, and will whisper peace ; 
Till, by degrees, she wake to .me full sense 
Of all our joy. 

(He enters, and returns,) 
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She i$ liot there J — Nor. wife ! 

Nor child ist th^l*e ! Nov Alice — all is still ! 

Where am I — {faultering.) 

(Starting.) In^l -r^^l^ itrpombie} 

. . ^ , (JVith violence.) 

My love ! my wife! my lua I 

Enter Blanch. 

» - ■ « • ^ . • 

JEgjbi Wh^re is thy mistress ? 
Stanch. . SoQfie hours tiave pass'd sincef she 
d^arted hence. 
With Alice an'd her infant,, good my lord. 
JEgb\ (distracted.) Say how ? say whither? — •* 

Speak — be brief I 
Blanch. My lord. 
The guard and Osric waited on her steps ; 
With locks disheTel'd, wrapt in s^ble weeds. 
Weeping she went, alas ! we ktiow not whither. 
Egh. Hush ! speak nd more— thy very m ord 
is death! 

[Exit Blanch. 
{After a pause^ hi which he appears violently 
agitated.) 
Am I still living? Had we not one being ? 
Beats still my heart? and not re^sponsive beats, 
In each pulsation, throb for throb to her's ? 

( With revived hope^ 

It cannot be : I yet shall find her 

{Sees the tablCy with tlie dagoer^ picture^ ^-c.) 
What see I here ? Her holy book of prayer ? 
A dagger plac'd beside it ! and my portrait, 
That never had forsook hier liviiig bosom! 
The tokens of my love too !— Tyrant father ' 
And ye, ye men of blood ! 

(//e' weeps.) 
She is with angels ! 

K 2 
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Yet still unblest ^vit)iottt her Egbett t ThM 
She summons me, mid ^ves the meam^^tttd 

thus, 
Thus, my soul's lore, thy busbattd fbllov^ tbM« 
(As his hffnd is raised to stab himself^ Ina 
rushes into his mrms.) 
Jjia. I live I my £gb^rt ! — Sw, I live ! I live ! 
(They embrace in speechless transport^ while 
voices without shout " EofteitT Uwi Ina.*^ 
bur kihg, our father, Ibllows on my steps 
To fold, in one embrace, his happy f Kldren ! 

(Enter Osnulph, ^. £g3£Rt ismels. toCw^^^hfu. 

Egb. My father! my dear father f Thus re- 
ceive 
Thy faithfVil subject, and thy duteous sott ! 

Cen. My son ! ray noble son f My gecrtle Ina F 

(Embracing botk.) 
Oh ! what a load of pain this heart tfarrnvs qM^ 
In this dear strict embrace. My children both \ 

(After a pause.) 
Pistrast ! thou worst disease of little mind^i 
How found you entrance to a fether's lureast ? 
And father of a son whose gloriotts deeds 
Gild my late ev'ning with meridian spleadoun 

(To Egbert.) 
Oh! may thy bosom ever own, as now. 
The generous con^dence of noble souls 
That bears right onward, careless, though beset 
By envy, treason — all hell's darkest fiends ! 
And foils them all ! Domestic virtue still, 
Best pledge of public worth ! secure to thee 
The trust of nations, and thy pef^le's love,J 

THE CURTAIN FALLS. "* 



B«LO«UB, 

By TSOMAS MVOJREy Es^. 



Last night, ai tonely o^r my ar« i Mt» 
Thiaking of cues, starts, exits, and — atttkat; . 
And wondering nmeh what little knavisfc sprite 
Had pat it first in wohmh^s heads to wtfte ; 
Sadden I saw— *m in seme witching dream^— 
A bright blue Glory round my boiA-case beam $ 
From whose quick'^pealttg feUs of nMre 'light. 
Out flew a tiny Form, as small and bright 
As Pack flie Faiky, when he pops his head. 
Some sunny morning, from a rioM bed*^ 

* Bless me V (I staiting, cried) < what Imp are you ^ — 

* A small He-devH, ma'am->my name, Ras Btn^^-- 

' A bookish Sprite, mach giv'n to routs and peadfng,— 
' Tis I who teach your spinster of high breediDg 
' The reigning taste in chemistry and eaps, 
^ The hut new bounds of tuckers and of maps ; 

* And, when the waltz has twirFd her giddy bfaio, 
< With metaphysics twiri it back agam !' 

I view'd him as he spoke — ^his hose were bkie« 
His wings — the covers of the last Review — 
Cemlean, border'd with a jaundice hue. 
And tinseU'd gaily o'er, for evening wear. 
Till the next quarter brings a new.fledjfd pair. 



EPILOGUE. 

' Inspii^d by me f (panaCd this wa«;gUh Fairy) 
' That best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary, 

* Votary alike of Crispin and the Muse, 

< Makes her own splajr-foot f ^jfraiys fs^ «^dM. 
' For me the eyes of young Camilla shine, 
' And mingle love's bine brillmncies with mine ; 
' For me she sits a|»arl,xfro^c^iieon9bs sl^vil^iiig, . 

* Looks wise, the pretty soul! and think$ she's thinking. 

* By my advice. Miss Indigo attends 

' Lectures on Memory, and assares her friends, 
' 'Ton honour! (mimicks) nothing can surpass the plan 
• ' Of that FwfessoT'-'itnfii^Joj^fCf^leet^^p^lM^^ ,, . ] 

' ' Memory-majoy^i .. >.. . '. • 3. 

* * That — what's his name J — ^him I atlepded lalely-r-,; , ] .. • « / 

* * Ton honour, he improved m^ memory greajly." — .;. ;; . •; 

Here, courtseying low,.! ask'd the biue-legg'/l sprite < ,. 

Vfhat share he had in ,ii^ our. pby to^pight ? . , I ^ 

''Nay, ^Aere/ he criedv 'there I aiQ guiltless quite; ..,,,. 
'What! chuse a Heroine from that gothic time, ' , 

' When no one waltz'd, and none but monks could rhyme ; ^ 

' When lovely Woman, all unschoord and wild, 
' Blush'd without art, and without culture smii'd; . 
' Simple as flowers, while yet unela9$*d they shone, 
' Ere Science call'd their brilliant world her own, • * 

' Rang'd the wild rosy things in learned Orders, 
' And fiird with Greek the garden's blushing borders, 1 — 

* No — no — your gentle Inas will not do — 

' To-morrow evening, when the lights bum blue, 

* ril come — {pointing downwards) you understand— till 

* then, adieu !' 
And has the Sprite been here 1 — no— jests apart— 
Howe'er man rules in science and in art. 
The sphere of woman's glcuries is the heart ; 
And, if our Muse have sketched, with pencil true, 
The wife— the mother — firm, yet gentle too ; — 
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EPILOGUE. 

Whose soul, wmpp'd up in ties itself hath spun. 
Trembles, if touch'd in the remotest one ;— 
Who loves, — yet dares ev'n Love himself disown. 
When Honour's broken shaft supports his throne ; — 
If meh our Ina, she may scorn the evib. 
Dire as they are, of Critics, and— Blue Devils ! 
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